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ADVERTISEME 

\    >y        V/C^^B^.    r 

THE  bifiory  of  the  following  protfMfi^s  briefly 
this : — A  lady, !  fond  of  blank  ve^M  denianded  a 
poem  of  that  kind  from  the  aiJtJjo£/  and  gave  him 
the  SOFA  for  a  fubjed.  He  obeyed  ;^ind,  having 
much  leifure,  connected  another  fubjeft  with  it  j 
and,  purfuing  the  train  of  thooght  to  which  his 
iituation  and  turn  of  mind  leS-him,  brought  forth 
at  length,  inftead  of  the  trifle  which  he  at  firft 
intended,  a  ferious  affair — a  Volume ! 

In  the  Poem  on  the  fubjed  of  Education,  he 
would  be  very  forry  to  (land  fufpeded  of  having 
aimed  his  cenfure  at  any  particular  fchool.  His 
obje&ions  are  fuch  as  naturally  apply  themfelves 
to  fchools  in  general.  If  there  were  not,  as  for 
the  moft  part  there  is,  wilful  negledt  in  thofe  who 
manage  them,  and  an  omiflion  even  of  fuch  difci- 
pline  as  they  are  fufceptible  of,  the  obje&s  are  yet 
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IV  ADVERTISEMENT. 

too  numerous  for  minute  attention ;  and  the  aching 
hearts  of  ten  thoufand  parents,  mourning  under  the 
bittereft  of  all  difappointments.  attefl  the  truth  of 
the  allegation.  His  quarrel,  therefore,  is  with  the 
mifchief  at  large,  and  not  with  any  particular  in- 
liance  of  it. 
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THE     TASK, 

A    POEM. 


BOOK    I. 


ARGUMENT  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK. 

Hiftorical  deduction  of  feats,  from  thejlool  to  the  Sofa. 
— A  School-boys  ramble, — A  "walk  in  the  country. 
— The  fcene  deferred. — Rural  founds  as  well  as 

Jights  delightful. — Another  ivalk. — Mijiake  con- 
cerning the  charms  of  folitude  corrected. — Colon- 
nades commended. — Alcove,  and  the  view  from  it, 
—The  -wildcrnefs.— The  grove.— The  threJJier. — 
The  neccffity  and  the  benefits  of  exercife. — The 
•works  of  nature  fuperior  to,  and  in  Jome  injlances 
inimitable  by,  art. — The  ivcarifomenefs  of 'what  is 
commonly  called  a  life  ofpleafure. — Change  of  fcene 

fornctimes  expedient. — A  common  defcribcd,  and  the 
character  of  crazy  Kate  introduced.  —  Gipjies. — 
The  blcj/ings  of  civilized  life.— That  flate  mojl 

favourable  to  virtue.  — The  South  Sea  ijlandcrs 
compajjlonated,  but  chiefly  Omai. — His  prefent  ft  ate 
of  mind  fuppofcd.— Civilized  life  friendly  to  virtue, 
but  not  great  cities.— Great  cities,  and  London  in 

particular,  allowed  their  due  praife,  but  cenfured. 
—Fete  champctre.—T/ie  book  concludes  -with  a 
reflexion  on  the  fatal  effects  of  difllpation  and  effe- 
mi;jacy  upon  our  public  meajurcs. 


THE     TASK. 


BOOK    I. 
THE     SOFA. 

I  SING  the  SOFA.     I,  who  lately  fang 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity*,  and  touch'dwith  awe 

The  folemn  chords,  and  with  a  trembling  hand, 

Efcap'd  with  pain  from  that  advent' rous  flight, 

Now  feek  repofe  upon  an  humbler  theme  j 

The  theme  though  humble,  yet  auguft  and  proud 

Th'  occafion — for  the  Fair  commands  the  fong. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  fumptuous  or  for  ufe, 
Save  their  own  painted  Ikins,  our  fires  had  none. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not;  fatin  fmooth, 

*  See  Poems,  vol.  i. 
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Or  velvet  foft,  or  plufh  with  fliaggy  pile : 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  rugged  rock 
Wafli'd  by  the  fea,  or  on  the  grav'ly  bank  ' 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud, 
Fearlefs  of  wrong,  repos'd  his  weary  ftrength. 
"'   Thofe  barb'rous  ages  paft,  fucceeded  next 
The  birth-day  of  invention  ;  weak  at  firft, 
Dull  in  defign,  and  clumfy  to  perform. 
Joint-ftools  were  then  created  ;  on  three  legs 
Upborn  they  flood.     Three  legs  upholding  firm 
A  mafly  flab,  in  fafhion  fquare  or  round. 
On  fuch  a  ftool  immortal  Alfred  fat, 
And  fway'd  the  fceptre  of  his  infant  realms  : 
And  fuch  in  ancient  halls  and  manfions  drear 
May  ftill  be  feen ;  but  perforated  fore, 
And  drill'd  in  holes,  the  folid  oak  is  found, 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through. 

tif 

At  length  a  generation  more  refin'd 
Improv'd  the  fimple  plan ;  made  three  legs  four* 
Gave  them  a  twilled  form  vermicular, 
.  And  o'er  the  feat,  with  plenteous  wadding  ftuff'd, 
Induc'd  a  fplendid  cover,'  green  and  blue, 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tap'ftry  richly  wrought 
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And  woven  clofe,  or  needle-work  fublime. 
There  might  ye  fee  the  piony  fpread  wide, 
The  full-blown  rofe,  the  ftiepherd  and  his  lafs, 
Lap-dog  and  lambkin  with  black  flaring  eyes, 
And  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India,  fmooth  and  bright 
With  Nature's  vamifh  j  fever'd  into  ftripes 
That  interlac'd  each  other,  thefe  fupplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice-work,  that  brac'd 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 
But  rcftlefs  was  the  chair ;  the  back  erecT: 
DitlrelVd  the  weary  loins,  that  felt  no  eafe  j 
7The  flipp'ry  feat  betray'd  the  Hiding  part 
That  prefs'd  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down, 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  diftant  floor. 
Thefe  for  the  rich  :  'the  reft,  whom  fate  had  plac'd 
In  modeft  mediocrity,  content 
With  bafe  materials,  fat  on  well-tann'd  hides, 
Obdurate  and  unyielding,  glaify  fmooth, 
With  here  and  there  a  tuft  of  crimfon  yarn, 
Or  fcarlet  crewel,  in  the  cufhion  fixt ; 
If  cufliion  might  be  call'd,  what  harder  feem'd 
Than  the  firm  oak  of  which  the  frame  was  form'd. 
B  2 
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No  want  of  timber  then  was  felt  or  fear'd 

In  Albion's  happy  ifle.     The  umber  flood 

Pond'rous  and  fixt  by  its  own  mafly  weight. 

But  elbows  ftill  were  wanting  ;  thefe,  fome  fay, 

An  alderman  of  Cripplegate  contriv'd  : 

And  fome  afcribe  th'  invention  to  a  prieft 

Burly  and  big,  and  ftudious  of  his  eafe. 

But,  rude  at  firft,  and  not  with  eafy  Hope 

Receding  wide,  they  prefs'd  againft  the  ribs, 

And  bruis'd  the  fide  3  and,  elevated  high,  . 

Taught  the  rais'd  ihoulders  to  invade  the  ears. 

Long  time  elaps'd  or  e'er  our  rugged  fires 

Complain'd,  though  incommodioufly  pent  in, 

And  ill  at  eafe  behind.     The  ladies  firft 

•Gan  murmur,  as  became  the  fofter  fex. 

Ingenjous  fancy,  never  better  pleas'd 

Than  when  employ'd  t'  accommodate  the  fair, 

Heard  the  fweet  moan  with  pity,  and  devis'd 

The  foft  fettee ;  one  elbow  at  each  end, 

And  in  the  midft  an  elbow  it  receiv'd, 

United  yet  divided,  twain  at  once. 

So  fit  two  kings  of  Brentford  on  one  throne  j 

And  fo  two  citizens  who  take  the  air, 

Clofe  pack'd,  and  mailing,  in  a  chaife  and  one. 
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But  relaxation  of  the  languid  frame, 
By  foft  recumbency  of  outftretch'd  limbs, 
Was  blifs  referv'd  for  happier  days.    Jk>  flow 
The  growth  of  what  is  excellent ;  fo  hard 
T  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  world. 
Thus  firft  neceflity  invented  ftools, 
Convenience  next  fuggefted  elbow-chairs, 
And  luxury  th'  accomplifli'd  SOFA  laft. 

The  nurfe  ileeps  fweetly,  hir'd  to  watch  the  lick, 
Whom  fnoring  Ihe  difturbs.     As  fweetly  he 
Who  quits  the  coach-box  at  the  midnight  hour 
To  ileep  within  the  carriage  more  fecure, 
His  legs  depending  at  the  open  door. 
Sweet  deep  enjoys  the  curate  in  his  defk, 
The  tedious  rector  drawling  o'er  his  head ; 
And  fweet  the  clerk  below.  /  But  neither  fleep 
Of  lazy  nurfe,  who  mores  the  lick  man  dead, 
Nor  his  who  quits  the  box  at  midnight  hour 
To  llumber  in  the  carriage  more  fecure, 
Nor  fleep  enjoy'd  by  curate  in  his  delk, 
Nor  yet  the  dozings  of  the  clerk,  are  fwcct, 
Compar'd  with  the  repofe  the  SOFA  yields. 
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Oh  may  I  live  exempted  (while  I  live 
Guiltlefs  of  pamper  d  appetite  obfcene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infeft  the  toe 
Of  libertine  excefs.     The  SOFA  fuits 
The  gouty  limb,  'tis  true;  but  gouty  limb, 
jThough  on  a  SOFA,  may  I  never  feel : 
For  I  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk  through  lanes 
Of  grffly  fwarth,  clofe  cropt  by  nibbling  fheep, 
And  fkirted  thick  with  intertexture  firm 
Of  thorny  boughs }  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk 
O'er  hills,  through  vallies,  and  by  rivers'  brink, 
E'er  fines  a  truant  boy  I  pafs'd  my  bounds 
T'  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  of  Thames ; 
And  ftill  remember,  nor  without  regret 
Of  hours  that  forrow  fince  has  much  endear'd, 
How  oft,  my  flice  of  pocket  (tore  conium'd, 
Still  hung'ring,  pennylefs  and  far  from  home, 
v !  I  fed  on  fcarlet  hips  and  ftony  haws, 
Or  bluftiing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  imbofs 
The  bramble,  black  as  jet,  or  floes  auftere. 
Hard  fare !  but  fuch  as  boyifh  appetite 
?    ^vbifdains  not ;  nor  the  palate,  undeprav'd 
By  culinary  arts,  unfav'ry  deems. 
No  SOVA  then  awaited  my  return  ; 
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Nor  SOFA  then  I  needed.     Youth  repairs 
His  wafted  fpirits  quickly,  by  long  toil 
Incurring  fhort  fatigue  ;  and,  though  our  years 
As  life  declines  fpeed  rapidly  away, 
And  not  a  year  but  pilfers  as  he  goes 
Some  youthful  grace  that  age  would  gladly  keep; 
•A  tooth  or  auburn  lock,  and  by  degrees 
>^Their  length  and  colour  from  the  locks  they  fpare ; 
Th'  elaftic  fpring  of  an  unwearied  foot 
That  mounts  the  ftyle  with  eafe,  or  leaps  the  fence, 
That  play  of  lungs,  inhaling  and  again 
Refpiring  freely  the  frelh  air,  that  makes 
Swift  pace  or  fteep  afcent  no  toil  to  me, 
Mine  have  not  pilfer'd  yet ;  nor  yet  impair'd 
Mj-  reliih  of  fair  prolped  3  fcenes  that  footh'd 
Or  charm'd  me  young,  no  longer  young,  J  find 
Still  foothing,  and  of_pow'r  to  charm  me  (till. 
fSSd  witnefs,  dear  companion  of  my  walks, 
\Vhofe  arm  this  twentieth  winter  I  perceive 
Faft  lock'd  in  mine,  with  pleafure  fuch  as  love, 
Confirm'd  by  long  experience  of  thy  worth 
And  well-tried  virtues,  could  alone  infpire — 
Witnefs  a  joy  that  thou  haft  doubled  long. 
Thou  know'il  my  praife  of  nature  moft  fincere, 
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And  that  my  raptures  are  not  conjur'd  up 

To  ferve  occafions  of  poetic  pomp, 

But  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  them  all. 

How  oft  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 

Has  flacken'd  to  a  paufe,  and  we  have  born 

The  ruffling  wind,  fcarce  confcious  that  it  blew, 

While  admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye, 

And  ftill  unfated,  dwelt  upon  the  fcene. 

Thence  with  what  pleafure  have  we  juft  difcern'd 

The  diftant  plough  flow  moving,  and  befide 

His  lab'ring  team,  that  fwerv'd  not  from  the  track' 

The  fturdy  fwain  diminifh'd  to  a  boy!/ 

Here  Oufe,  flow  winding  through  a  level  plain. 

Of  fpacious  meads  with  cattle  fprinkled  o'er, 

Conduces  the  eye  along  his  finuous  courfe 

Delighted.     There,  faft  rooted  in  their  bank. 

Stand,  never  overlook'd,  our  fav'rite  elms, 

That  fcreen  the  herdfman's  folitary  hut  ; 

While  far  beyond,  and  overthwart  the  itreani 

That,  as  with  molten  glafs,  inlays  the  vale, 

The  Hoping  land  recedes  into  the  clouds  j 

Diiplaying  on  its  varied  fide  the  grace 

Of  hedge-row  beauties  numberlefs,  fquare  tow'r, 

Tall  fpire,  from  which  the  found  of  cheerful  bells 
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Juft  undulates  upon  the  lifl'ning  ear, 
Groves,  heaths,  and  fmoking  villages,  remote. 
Scenes  muft  be  beautiful,  which,  daily  view'd, 
Pleak-  daily,  and  whole  novelty  iurvives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  fcrutiny  of  years. 
Praife  juflly  due  to  thofe  that  I  defcribe. 

Nor  rural  fights  alone/but  rural  found.y. 
Exhilarate  the  fpirit,  and  reftore 
Thejtone  of  langujd_Natuie.  *'  Mighty  winds, 
That  fweep  the  Ikirt  of  fome  far-fpreading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  mufic  not  unlike 
The  dafli  of  ocean  on  his  winding  (bore, 
And  lull  the  fpirit  while  they  fill  the  mind  ; 
Unnumber'd  branches  waving  in  the  blaft, 
And  all  their  leaves  faft  flutt' ringtail  at  once. 
Nor  lefs  compofure  waits  upon  the  roar 
Of  diftant  floods,  or  on  the  foner  voice 
Of  neighb'ring  fountain,  or  of'rflls  that  flip 
Through  the  cleft  rock,  and,  chiming  as  they  fall 
Upon  loofe  pebbles,  ^ofe  themfelves  at  length 
In  matted  grafs,  that  with  a  livelier  green 
Betrays  the  fecret  of  their  filent  courlc. 
Nature  inanimate  employs  fweet  fQUUds, 
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But_animated  nature  fweeter  (till, 
To  footh  and  fatisfy  the  human  ear. 
#^Ten  thoufand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 
\     The  live- long  night:  nor  thefe  alone,  whofe  notes 
-     ^Nice  finger'd  artjnuft  emulate  in  vain, 
H  iBut  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  th^  fwim  fublime 
\  In  ftill  repeated  circles,  fcreaming  loud, 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  ev'n  the  boding  owl 
That  hails  the  rifing  moon,  have  charms  for..me. 
Sounds  inharmonious  in  themfelves  and  harfli, 
Yet  heard  in  fcenes  where  peace  for  ever  reigns, 
And  only  there,  pleafe  highly  for  their  fake. 

Peace  to  the  artift,  whofe  ingenious  thought 
Devis'd  the  weather-houfe,  that  ufeful  toy  I 
Fearlefs  of  humid  air  and  gathering  rains, 
Forth  fteps  the  man — an  emblem  of  myfelf ! 
More  delicate,  his  tim'rous  mate  retires. 
"When, Winter  foaks  the  fields,  and  female  feet, 
Too  weak  to  ilruggle  with  tenacious  clay, 
Or  ford  the  rivulets,  are  beil  at  home, 
The  talk  of  new  difcov'ries  falls  on  me. 
At  fuch  a  feafon,  and  with  fuch  a  charge, 
Once  went  J. forth;  and  found,  till  then  unknown, 
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A  cottage,  whither  oft  we  fince  repair  : 
Tis  perch'd  upon  the  green-hill  top,  but  clofe 
Environ'd  with  a  ring  of  branching  elms 
That  overhang  the  thatch,  itfelf  unfeen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  Ib  thick  befet 
With  foliage  of  fuch  dark  redundant  growth, 
I  call'd  the  low-roof 'd  lodge  the  peafani 's  neft. 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  far  remote^ 
From  fuch  unpleafing  founds  as  haunt  the  ear 
In  village  or  in  town£\he  bay  of  curs 
Inceflant,  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheels, 
And  infants  clam'rous  whether  pleas'd  or  pairud,) 
Oft  have  I  wilh'd  the  peaceful  covert  mine. 
Here,  I  have  faid,  at  leaft  L&ould  pof&fs 
(The  poet's^reafii£gx  f\}eace±  and  indulge 
The  dreams  ofjgyocj^  tranquil  and  fecure. 
Vain  tboiM&J  !  the  d-.v  i!  -,•  \\\  tlut  iiill  retreat 
Dearly  obtains  the  refugelLaffords. 
Its  elevated  fcite  forbids  the  wretch 
To  drink  fweet  waters  of  the  cryftal  wellj 
He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch, 
And,  heavy-laden,  brings  his  bev'rage  home, 
Far  fetch'd  and  little  worth}  nor  feldom  waits, 
Dependant  on  the  baker's  punctual  call, 
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To  hear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door, 
Angry  and  fad,  and  his  laft  cruft  confum'd. 
So  farewell  envy  of  thefeafant's  nejl! 
•    IfJblitude  make  fcant  the  means  of  life, 
Society  for  me !— thou  feeming  fweet, 
Be  ftill  a  pleafing  object  in  my  view ; 
My  vifit  ftill,  but  never  mine  abode. 

Not  diftant  far,  a  length  of  colonnade 
Invites  us.    Monument  of  ancient  tafte, 
Now  fcorn'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  fate. 
Our  fathers  knew  the  value  of  a  fcreen 
From  fultry  funs  j  and,  in  their  fhaded  walks 
And  Iong-protra6ted  bow'rs,  enjoy' d  at  noon 
The  gloom  and  coolnefs  of  declining  day. 
We  bear  our  fhades  about  us ;  felf-depriv'd 
Of  other  fcreen,  the  thin  umbrella  fpread, 
And  range  an  Indian  wafte  without  a  tree. 
Thanks  to  Benevolus  * — he  fpares  me  yet 
Thefe  chefnuts  rang'd  in  correfponding  lines ; 
And,  though  himfelf  fo  polifh'd,  ftill  reprieves 
The  obfolete  prolixity  of  fhade. 

*  John  Courtney  Throckmorton,  Efq.  of  Wefton  Underwood. 
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Defcending  now  (but  cautious,  left  too  taft) 
A  fudden  fleep,  upon  a  ruftic  bridge 
We  pafs  a  gulph,  in  which  the  willows  dip 
Their  pendent  boughs,  (looping  as  if  to  drink. 
Hence,  ancle-deep  in  mofs  and  flow'ry  thyme, 
We  mount  again,  and  feel  at  ev'ry  ftep 
Our  foot  half  funk  in  hillocks  green  and  foft, 
Rais'd  by  the  mole,  the  miner  of  the  foil. 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind, 
Disfigures  earth ;  and,  plotting  in  the  dark, 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile, 
That  may  record  the  mischiefs  he  has  done. 

The  fummit  gain'd,  behold  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it !  yet  not  all  its  pride  fecures 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  imprefs'd 
By  rural  carvers,  who  with  knives  deface 
The  pannels,  leaving  an  obfcure,  rude  name, 
In  characters  uncouth,  and  fpclt  amils. 
So  ftrong  the  zeal  t'  immortalize  himfelf 
Beats  in  the  breaft  of  man,  that  ev'n  a  few 
Few  tranfient  years,  won  from  th'  abyfs  abhorr'd 
Of  blank  oblivion,  feem  a  glorious  prize, 
And  even  to  a  clown.     Now  roves  the  eyej 
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And,  pofted  on  this  fpeculative  height, 
Exults  in  its  command.     The  fheep-fold  here 
Pours  out  its  fleecy  tenants  o'er  the  glebe. 
At  firft,  progreflive  as  a  ftreara,  they  feek 
The  middle  field  ;  but,  fcatter'd  by  degrees, 
Each  to  his  choice,  foon  whiten  all  the  land'. 
There,  from  the  fun-burnt  hay-field,  homeward 

creeps 

The  loaded  wain  ;  while,  lighten'd  of  its  charge, 
The  wain  that  meets  it  paffes  fwiftly  by; 
The  boorifh  driver  leaning  o'er  his  team 
Vocif'rous,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Nor  lefs  attractive  is  the  woodland  fcene, 
Diverfified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growth, 
Alike,  yet.  various.    Here  the  gray  fmooth  trunks 
Of  a(h,  or  lime,  or  beech,  diftinctly  fhine, 
Within  the  twilight  of  their  diftant  (hades  ; 
There,  loft  behind  a  rifing  ground,  the  wood 
Seems  funk,  and  fhorten'd  to  its  topmoft  boughs. 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  its  charms, 
Though  each  its  hue  peculiar  ;  paler  fome, 
And  of  a  wannifh  grey;  the  willow  fuch, 
And  poplar,  that  with  filver  lines  his  leaf, 
And  a(h  far-ftretching  his  umbrageous  arm  j 
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Of  deeper  green  the  elm;  and  deeper  ftill, 
Lord  of  the  woods,  the  long  furviving  oak. 
Some  gloffy  leav'd,  and  mining  in  the  fun, 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  of  oily  nuts 
Prolific,  and  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 
Diffjling  odours :  nor  unnoted  pafs 
The  fycamore,  capricious  in  attire, 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and,  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  chang'd  the  woods,  in  fcarlet  honours  bright. 
O'er  thefe,  but  far  beyond  (a  fpacious  map 
Of  hill  and  valley  interpos'd  between), 
The  Qufe,  dividing  the  well-water'd  land, 
2£ow  .gU Uers  in  the  fun,  and  now  retires, 
As  balhful,  yet  impatient  to  be  feen. 

Hence  the  declivity  is  fliarp  and  fhort, 
And  fuch  the  re-afcent ;  between  them  weeps 
A  little  naiad  her  impov'rim'd  urn 
All  fummer  long,  which  winter  fills  again. 
The  folded  gates  would  bar  my  progrefs  now, 
But  that  the  *  lord  of  this  enclos'd  demefne, 
Communicative  of  the  good  he  owns, 

*  See  the  foregoing  note. 
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Admits  me  to  a  ftiare ;  the  guiltlefs  eye 
Commits  no  wrong,  nor  waftes  what  it  enjoys. 
Refrelhing  change !  where  now  the  blazing  fun  ? 
By  fhort  transition  we  have  loft  his  glare, 
And  ftepp'd  at  once  into  a  cooler  clime. 
Ye  fallen  avenues !  once  more  I  mourn 
Your  fate  unmerited,  once  more  rejoice 
That  yet  a  remnant  of  your  race  furvives. 
How  airy  and  how  light  the  graceful  arch, 
Yet  awful  as  the  confecrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems  !  while  beneath 
The  chequer 'd  earth  feems  reftlefs  as  a  flood 
Brufli'd  by  the  wind.     So  fportive  is  the  light 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  they  dance, 
Shadow  and  funfhine  intermingling  quick, 
And  dark'ning  and  enlight'ning,  as  the  leaves 
Play  wanton,  ev'ry  moment,  ev'ry  fpot. 

And  now,  with  nerves  new-brac'd  and  fpirits 

cheer'd, 

We  tread  the  wilderaefs,  whofe  well-roll'd  walks, 
With  curvature  of  flow  and  eafy  fweep — 
Deception  innocent— give  ample  fpace 
To  narrow  bounds.    The  grove  receives  us  next ; 
6 
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Between  the  upright  fhafts  of  whofe  tall  elms 
We  may  difcern  the  threfher  at  his  talk. 
Thump  after  thump  refounds  the  conftant  flail, 
That  feems  to  fwing  uncertain,  and  yet  falls 
Full  on  the  deftin'd  ear.     Wide  flies  the  chaff. 
The  ruftling  ftraw  fends  up  a  frequent  mift 
Of  atoms,  fparkling  in  the  noon-day  beam. 
Come  hither,  y_e_that  prels  your  beds  of  down, 
And  fleep  not :  fee  him  fweating  o'er  his  bread 
Before  be  eats  it. — Tis  the  primal  curfr, 
But  foften*d  into  mercy;  made  the  pledge 
Of  cheerful  days,  and  nights  without  3  groan. 

"$**  * 
By  ceafelefs  aclion  all  that  i«  fub/ms. 

Conltant  rotation  of  th'  unwearied  wheel 

That  nature  rides  upon  maintains  her  health, 

Her  beauty,  her  fertility.     She  dreads 

An  inftant's  paufe,  and  lives  but  while  (he  moves. 

Its  own  revolvency  upholds  the  world. 

Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air, 

And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  ufe, 

Elfe  noxious :  oceans,  rivers,  lakes,  and  dreams, 

All  feel  the  frefli'ning  impulfe,  and  are  cleans'd 

By  reftlefs  undulation  :  ev'n  the  oak 
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Thrives  by  the  rude  concnflion  of  the  ftorm  : 
He  feems  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel 
Th'  impreflion  of  the  blaft  with  proud  difdain, 
Frowning,  as  if  in  his  unconfcious  arm 
He  held  the  thunder  :  but  the  monarch  owes 
His  firm  {lability  to  what  he  {corns— 
More  fixt  below,  the  more  difturb'd  above. 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  elfe  are  bound, 
!  A       Binds  man  the  lord  of  all.    Himfelf  derives 
No  mean  advantage  from  a  kindred  caufe, 
From  itrenuoas  toil  his  hours  of  fweeteft  eafe; 
The  fedentaryj  ftretch  their  lazy  length 
When  cufiorh  bids,  but  no  refrefhment  find, 
For  none  they  need  :  the  languid  eye,  the  cheek 
Deferted  of  its  bloom,  the  flaccid,  fhrunk, 
And  wither'd  mufcle,  and  the  vapid  foulr__ 
Reproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  reft 
To  which  he  forfeits  ev'n  the  reft  he  loves. 

Not  fuch  th'  alert  and  active.    Meaiure  life 
t^/*      '  ---  -  -  -——.„._-——• 

By  its  true  worth,  the  comforts  it  affords, 

And  their's  alone  feems  worthy  of  the  name. 
Good  health,  and,  its  affociate  in  moft, 
Good  temper;  fpirit^  prompt  to  undertake, 
And  not  foon  fpent,  though  in  an  arduous  tafk.j 
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Thejjowjrs  of  fancy  and  ftrong  thought  are  their's;   ^ 
Ev'n  age  itfelf  feems  priveleg'd  in  them, 
\Vith  clear  exemption  from  its  own  defeds. 
A  fparkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front 
The  vet'ran  (hows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 
With  youthful  fmiles,  defcends  toward  the  grave 
Sprightly,  and  old  almoft  without  decay. 

Like  a  coy  maiden,  eafe^  when  courted  moft, 
Fartheft  retires — an  idol,  at  whofe  fhrine 
Who  oft'neft  facrifice  are  favour'd  leaft. 
The  Icxve  of  Nature,  and  the  fcenes  (lie  draws, 
Is  Nature's  dictate.  Strange !  there  fliould  be  found, 
Who,  fetf-imprifon'd  in  their  proud  falcons, 
Renounce  the  odours  of  the  open  field 
For  the_unfcented  fictions  of  the  loom  ; 
Who,  fatisfied  with  only  pencil'd  fcenes, 
;  Prefer  to  the  performance  of  a  God 
Tli'  inferior  wonders  of  an  artift's  hand  i 
Lovely  indeed  the  mimic  works  of  aK  j 
But  Nature's  works  far  lovelier.     I  admire — 
None  more  admires — the  painter's  magic  (kill 
Who  Ihows  me  that  which  I  fhall  never  fee, 
Conveys  a  diftant  country  into  mine, 
C  2 
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And  throws  Italian  light  on  EnglHh  walls : 

But  imitative  ftrokes  can  do  no  more 

Than  pleafe  the  eye— fweet  Nature  ev'ry  fmffi, 

The  air  falubrious  of  her  lofty  hills, 

The  cheering  fragrance  of  her  dewy  vales, 

•And  mafic -of  her  woods — no  works  of  man 

May  rival  thefe  ;  thefe  all  befpeak  a  -pow'r 

Peculiar,  and  exclusively  her  own. 

Beneath  the  open  fky  me  fpreads  the  feafl; 

'Tis  free  to  all — 'tis  ev'ry  day  renew'd ; 

Who  fcorns  it  ftarves  defervedly  at  home. 

He  does  not  fcorn  it,  who,  impnfen'd  long 

In  fome  unwholefome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 

To  fallow  ficktiefs,  which  the  vapours,  dank 

And  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred, 

Efcapes  at  laft  to  liberty  and  light : 

His  cheek  recovers  foon  its  healthful  hue ; 

His  eye  relumines  its  extinguith'd  fires  j 

He  walks,  he  leaps,  he  runs — ris  wing'd  with  joy, 

And  riots  in  the  fweets  of  ev'ry  breeze. 

He  .does  not  fcorn  it,  who  has  long  endur'd 

A  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  on  drugs. 

Nor  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflam'd 

With  acrid  falts ;  his  very  heart  athirft 
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e  at  Nature  in  her  green  array, 
Upon  the  fliip's  tall  fide  he  Hands,  poflefs'd 
With  vifions  prompted  by  intenfe  defire  : 
Fair  fields  appear  below,  fuch  as  he  left 
Far  dillant,  fuch  as  he  would  die  to  find  — 
He  leeks  them  headlong,  and  is  feen  no  more. 

The  fpleen  is  feldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns  ; 
The  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown, 
And  fullen  fadnefs,  that  o'erfhade,  diftort, 
And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  caufe 
For  fuch  immeafurable  woe  appears, 
Thefe  Flora  banifhes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  fmiles,and  bloom  lefs  tranfient  than  her  own. 
It  is  the  conftant  revolution,  ftale 
And  taftclefs,  of  the  fame  repeated  joys, 
That  palls  and  fatiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  fufFers,  and  the  fpirits  ebb  ;  the  heart 
Recoils  from  its  own  choice  —  at  the  full  feaft 
Is  famifli'd  —  finds  no  mufic  in  the  long, 
No  fmartriefs  in  the  jell  ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thoufands  ilill  defire  to  journey  on, 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  they  tread. 
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The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards, 

But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand 

To  deal  and  fhuffle,  to  divide  and  fort, 

Her  mingled  fuits  and  fequences ;  and  fits, 

Spec\atrefs  both  and  fpedacle,  a  fad 

And  iilent  cypher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 

Others  are  dragg'd  into  the  crowded  room 

Between  fupporters;  and,  once  fea ted,  lit, 

Through  downright  inability  to  rife, 

Till  the  ftout  bearers  lift  the  corpfe  again. 

Thefe  fpeak  a  loud  memento.     Yet  ev'n  thefe 

Themfelves  love  life,  and  cling  to  it,  as  he 

That  overhangs  a  torrent  to  a  twig. 

They  love  it,  and  yet  loalh  it ;  fear  to  die, 

Yet  fcorn  the  purpofes  for  which  they  live. 

Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them?  No — the  dread, 

The  flavifli  dreadj>_f  folitude,  that  breeds 

Reflection  and  remorfe,  the  fear  of  ilia  me, 

And  their  invet'rate  habits,  all  forbid. 

"Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boaft  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay — the  lark  is  gay, 
That  dries  his  feathers,  faturate  with  dew, 
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Beneath  the  rofy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 

Of  day-fpring  overfhoot  his  humble  neft. 

The  peaiant  too,  a  witnefs  of  his  fong, 

Himfelf  a  fongfter,  is  as  gay  as  he. 

But  favejni£  from  the  gaiety  of  thofe 

Whofe  head-aches  nail  them  to  a  noon-day  bed ; 

And  fave  me  too  from  their's  whofe  haggard  eyes 

Flam  defperation,  and  betray  their  pangs 

For  property  ftripp'd  off  by  cruel  chance; 

From  gaiety  that  fills  the  bones  with  pain, 

The  mouth  with  blafphemy,  the  heart  with  woe. 

The  earth  was  made  fo  various,  that  the  mind 
Of  defultory  man,  ftudious  of  change, 
And  pleas'd  with  novelty,  might  be  indulg'd. 
Pjrofjgecls,  however  lovely,  may  be  fee n 
Till  half  their  beauties  fade;  the  weary  fight, 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  fmiles,  flides  off", 
Faftidious,  feeking  Icfs  familiar  fcenes. 
Then  fnug  enclofures  in  the  ihelter'd  vale, 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye, 
Delight  us;  happy  to  renounce  awhile, 
Not  fenfelefs  of  its  charms,  what  (till  we  love, 
That  fuch  fliort  ablence  may  endear  it  more. 
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Then  forefts,  or  the  favage  rock,  may  pleafe, 
That  hides  the  fea-mew  in  his  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.     His  hoary  head, 
Confpicuous  many  a  league,  the_rna]iner, 
Bound  homeward,  and  in  hope  already  there, 
Greets  with  three  cheers  exulting.     At  his  waift 
A  girdle  of  half-wither'd  flirubs  he  mows, 
And  at  his  feet  the  baffled  billows  die. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  rough 
With  prickly  gorfe,  that,  ihapelefs  and  deform'd, 
And  dang'rous  to  the  touch,  has  yet  its  bloom, 
And  decks  itfelf  with  ornaments  of  gold, 
Yields  no  unpleafing  ramble;  there  the  turf 
Smells  frelh,  and,  rich  in  odorif'rous  herbs 
And  fungous  fruits  of  earth,  regales  the  fenlc 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  fweets. 

There  often  wanders  one,  whom  better  days 
Saw  better  clad,  in  cloak  of  fatiu  trimm'd 
With  lace,  and  hat  with  fplendid  ribband  bound. 
A  ferving  maid  was  fhe,  and  fell  in  love 
With  one  who  left  her,  went  to  fea,  and  died. 
Her  fancy  follow'd  him  through  foaming  waves 
To  diftant  fhores ;    and  ilie  would  lit  and  weep 
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At  what  a  faflor  fuffers ;  fancy,  too, 
Delufive  molt  where  warmeit  willies  are, 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  return, 
And  dream  of  tranfports  Hie  was  not  to  know. 
She  heard  the  doleful  tidings  of  his  death — 
And  never  fmil'd  again  !  and  now  flitr  oams 
The  dreary  waiie ;  there  fpends  the  livelong  day, 
And  there,  unlels  when  charity  forbids, 
The  livelong  night.     A  tatter'd  apron  hides, 
Worn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown 
More  tatter'd  ftill ;  and  both  but  ill  conceal 
A  boium  hcav'd  with  never-ceafing  fighs.         ;/  dc-* 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  (lie  meets, 
And  hoards  them  in  her  fleeve;  but  needful  food, 
Though  prefs'd  with  hunger  oft,  or  comelier clothes, 
Though  pinch'd  with  cold,  alks  never. — Kate  is 
craz'd  ! 

I  .fee  a  column  of  flow  rifing  fmoke 
O'ertop  the  lofty  wood  that  Ikirts  the  wild. 

:boiul  and  ulVlefs  tribe  there  eat 
Thrir  miferable  meal.     A  kettle,  flung 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  flick  tranfverfe, 
Receives  the  morfel— fleih  obfcene  of  dog, 
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Or  vermin,  or,  at  beft,  of  cock  purloin'd 
From  his  accuftom'd  perch.     Hard  faring  race  ! 
They  pick  their  fuel  out  of  ev'ry  hedge, 
Which,  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  juft  faves  un- 

quench'd 

The  fpark  of  life.    The  fportive  wind  blows  wide 
Their  flutt'ring  rags,  and  fhows  a  tawny  ikin, 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  Ikill  have  they  in  palmiftry,  and  more 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Conveying  worthlefs  drofs  into  its  place ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  fteal. 
Strange  !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  caft 
In  human  mould,  fliould  brutalize  by  choice 
His  nature;  and,  though  capable  of  arts 
By  which  the  world  might  profit,  and  himfelf, 
Self-banifh'd  from  fociety,  prclVr 
Such  fqualid  floth  to  honourable  toil ! 
Yet  even  thefe,  though,  feigning  ficknefs  oft, 
They  fwathe  the  forehead,  drag  the  limping  limb, 
And  vex  their  flefli  with  artificial  fores, 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a. mirthful  note 
When  fafe  occafion  offers ;  and,  with  dance, 
*"'%,  And  mufic  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag, 


BOOK  I.  THE      S  OP  A.  27 

Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  refound. 
Such  health  and  gaiety  of  heart  enjoy 
The  houfelefs  rovejs  of  the  fylvan  world  j 
And,breathing  wholefome  air,  and  wand'ring  much, 
Need  other  phylic  none  to  heal  th'  effe&s 
Of  loathfome  diet,  penury,  and  cold. 

BlefUie,  though  undiftin^uifli'd  from  the  .crowd 
By  wealth  or  dignity,  who  dwells  fecure, 
Where  man,  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  afide 
His  fiercenefs,  having  learnt,  though  flow  to  learn, 

The  manners  and  the  arts  oi  civil  life. 

1 

His  wants,  indeed,  are  manyj  but  fupj>ly 

Is  obvious,  plac'd  within  thj^jafyjreach 
Of  temp'rate  wifhes  and  ioduftrious  hands. 
Here  virtue  thrives  as  in  her  proper  ibil ; 
Not  rude  and  furly,  and  befet  with  thorns, 
And  terrible  to  light,  as  when  {he  fpring.s 
(If  e'er  (lie  fpring  fpontaneous)  in  remote 
And  barb'rous  climes,  where  violence  prevails, 
And  ftrength  is  lord  of  all ;  but  gentle,  kind, 
By  culture  tam'd,  by  liberty  refrefti'd, 
And  all  her  fruits  by  radiant  truth  matur'd. 
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War  and  the  chafe  engrofs  the  favage  whole ; 
War  follow'd  for  revenge,  or  to  fupplant 
The  envied  tenants  of  fome  happier  fpot, 
The  chafe  for  fullenance,  precarious  truft! 
His  hard  condition  with  fevere  conftraint 
Binds  all  his  faculties,  forbids  all  growth-— 
Of  wifdom,  proves  a  fchool  in  which  he  learns 
Sly  circumvention,  unrelenting  hate, 
Mean  felf-attachment,  and  fcarce  aught  befide. 
Thus  fare  the  fhiv'ring  natives  of  the  north, 
And  thus  the  rangers  of  the  weftern  world, 
Where  it  advances  far  into  the  deep, 
Towards  th'  antarctic.  /  Ev'n  the  favour'd  iiles, 
So  lately  found,  although  the  conftant  fun 
Cheer  all  their  feafons  with  a  grateful  fmile, 
Can  boaft  but  little  virtue  j  ,and,  inert 
Through  plenty,  lofe  in  morals  what  they  gain 
In  manners — victims  of  luxurious  eafe. 
Thefe  therefore  I  can  pity,  plac'd  remote 
From  all  that  fcience  traces,  art  invents, 
Or  infpiration  teaches ;  and  enclofed 
In  boundlefs  oceans,  never  to  be  pafs'd 
By  navigators  uninformed  as  they, 
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Or  plough'd  perhaps  by  Britifli  bark  again : 
But,  far  beyond  the  reft,  and  with  moft  caufc, 
Thee,  .gentle  *  favage !  whom  no  love  of  thee 
Or  thine,  but  curiofity  perhaps,  *-~W£ 

Or  elfe  vain  glory,  prompted  us  to  draw 
Forth  from  thy  native  bowVs,  to  fhow  t 
With  what  fuperior  ikill  we  can  abufe 
The  gifts  of  Providence,  and  fquander  life. 
The  dream  is  paft  j  and  thou  haft  found  again 
Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams, 
And  homeftall  thatch'd  with  leaves.    But  halt  thou 

found 

Their  former  charms  ?  And,  having  feen  our  ftate, 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  fports, 
And  heard  our  mufic  j  are  thy  iimple  friends, 
Thy.fimple  fare,  and  all  thy  plain  delights, 
As  dear  to  thee  as  once  ?    And  have  thy  joys 
Loft  nothing  by  comparifon  with  our's  ? 
Rude  as  thou  art,  (for  we  return'd  thee  rude 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  fhow) 
I  cannot  think  thee  yet  fo  dull  of  heart 

*  Omia. 
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And  fpiritlefs,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tailed  here,  and  left  as  foon  as  known. 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  firaying  on  the  beach, 
And  afking  of  the  fnrge  that  bathes  thy  foot 
If  ever  it  has  wafh'd  our  diftant  (bore. 
I  fee  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honeft  tears, 
A  patriot's  for  his  country :  thou  art  fad 
At  thought  of  her  forlorn  and  abje6t  flats, 
From  which  no  pow'r  of  thine  can  raife  her  up. 
Thus  fancy  paints  thee,  and,  though  apt  to  err, 
Perhaps  errs  little  when  {he  paints  thee  thus. 
She  tells  me,  too,  that  duly  ev'ry  morn 
Thou  climb'it  the  mountain  top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  far  and  wide  the  wat'ry  wafte 
For  fight  of  fhip  from  England.     Ev'ry  fpeck 
Seen  in  the  dim  horizon  turns  thee  pale 
With  conflift  of  contending  hopes  and  fears. 
But  comes  at  laft  the  dull  and  dufky  eve, 
And  fends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  well-prepar'd 
To  dream  all  night  of  what  the  day  denied. 
Alas !  expeft  it  not.     We  found  no  bait 
To  tempt  us  in  thy  country.     Doing  good, 
Difmterefted  good,  is  not  our  trade. 
We  travel  far,  'tis  true,  but  not  for  nought ; 
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And  muft  be  brib'd,  to  compafs  earth  again, 
By  other  hopes  and  richer  fruits  than  your's. 


Butt_thpugh  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mild 
And  genial  foil  of  cultivated  life 
Thrive  moftj  and  may  oerhaps  thrive  only  there, 
Yet  not  injuries  oft  t^in  proud  and  gay 
And  gain-devptedk;ities.j) Thither  flow, 
As  to  a  common  and  moft  noifome  few'r, 
The  dregs  and  feculence  of  ev'ry  land. 
In  cities  foul  example  on  moft  minds 
Begets  its  likenefs.     Rank  abundance  breeds 
In-grofs  and Lpampej'd~citLes  flotb  an.djujj, 
And  wantonnefs  and  gluttonous  excels, 
in  cities  vice  is  hidden  uitli  molt  call;, 
Or  feen  with  leaft  reproach ;  and  virtue,  taught 
By  frequent  lapfe,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 
Beyond  th'  achievement  of  fuccefsful  flight. 
I  do  confefs  them  nurs'ries  of  the  arts, 
In  which  they  flourish  moft;  where,  in  the  beams 
Of  warm  encouragement,  and  in  the  eye 
Of  public  note,  they  reach  their  perfect  fize. 
Such  London  is,  by  tafte  aod  wealth  proclaim'J 
The  faireft  capital  of  all  the  world, 
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By  riot  and  incontinence  the  worft. 

There,  touch'd  by  Reynolds,  a  dull  blank  becomes 

A  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  fees 

All  her  reflected  features.     Bacon  there 

Gives  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  ftone, 

And  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips. 

Nor  does  the  chiflel  occupy  alone 

The  pow'rs  of  fculpture,  but  the  ftyle  as  much ; 

Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 

With  nice  incifion  of  her  guided  fteel 

She  ploughs  a  brazen  field,  and  clothes  a  foil 

So  fterile  with  what  charms  foe'er  flie  will, 

The  richeft  fcen'ry  and  the  lovelieft  forms. 

Where  finds  philofophy  her  eagle  eye, 

With  which  me  gazes  at  yon  burning  diik 

Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  fpots  ? 

In  London  :  where  her  implements  exact, 

With  which  fhe  calculates,  computes,  and  fcans, 

All  diftance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 

Meafures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ? 

In  London.     Where  has  commerce  fuch  a  mart, 

So  rich,  fo  throng'd,  fo  drain'd,  and  fo  fupplied, 

As  London — opulent,  enlarg'd,  and  ftill 

Increafing,  London  ?    Babylon  of  old 
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Not  more  the  glory  of  the  earth  than  (lie, 
A  more  accomplifh'd  world's  chief  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praife.     Now  mark  a  fpot  or  two, 
That  fo  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge  j 
And  {how  this  queen  of  cities,  that  fo  fair 
May  yet  be  foulj  fo  witty,  yet  not  wife. 
It  is  not  feemly,  nor  of  good  report, 
That  fhe  is  flack  in  difcipline  ;  more  prompt 
T  avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law: 
That  (he  is  rigid  in  denouncing  death 
On  petty  robbers,  and  indulges  life 
And  liberty,  and  oft-times  honour  too, 
To  peculators  of  the  public  gold  : 
That  thieves  at  home  mult  hangj  but  he,  that  puts 
Into  his  ovcrgorg'd  and  bloated  purfe 
The  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  efcapes. 
Nor  is  it  well,  nor  can  it  come  to  good, 
That,  through  profane  and  infidel  contempt 
Of  holy  writ,  flie  has  prefum'd  t'  annul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  flic  may, 
The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  God  j 
Advancing  falhion  to  the  port  of  truth, 
And  cent'ring  all  authority  in  modes 

VOL.  n.  D 
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And  cuftoms  of  her  own,  till  fabbath  rites 
Have  dwindled  into  unrefpe&ed  forms, 
And  knees  and  haflbcs  are  well-nigh  divorc'd. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts 
That  can  alone  make  fweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  fliould  moft  abound 
And  leaft  be  threaten'd  in  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
PolTefs  ye,  therefore,  ye,  who,  born  about 
In  chariots  and  fedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idlenefs,  and  tafte  no  fcenes 
But  fuch  as  art  contrives,  poflefs  ye  Hill 
Your  element  ;  there  only  can  ye  fhine ; 
There  only  minds  like  your's  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  confole  at  noon 
The  penfive  wand'rer  in  their  fhades.     At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  Hiding  foftly  in  between 
The  fleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  light  they  wifh, 
Birds  warbling  all  the  mufic.     We  can  fpare 
The  fplendour  of  your  lamps ;  they  but  eclipfe 
Our  fofter  fatellite.     Your  longs  confound 
Our  more  harmonious  notes  :   the  thrufh  departs 
Scar'd,  and  th'  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 
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There  is  a  public  mifchief  in  your  mirth ; 
It  plagues  your  country.     Folly  fuch  as  your's, 
Grac'd  with  a  fword,  and  worthier  of  a  fan, 
Has  made,  what  enemies  could  ne'er  have  done, 
Our  arch  of  empire,  ftedfaft  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  ftrudure,  foon  to  fall. 
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OH  for  a  lodge  in  fome  vaft  wildernefs,      ''      .JM^ 

Some  boundlefs  contiguity  of  (hade, 

Where  rumour  of  oppreflion  and  deceit, 

Of  unfuccefsful  or  fuccefsful  war, 

Might  never  reach  me  more.     My  ear  is  pain'd, 

My  foul  is  lick,  with  ev'ry  day's  report 

Of  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  earth  is  fill'd. 

There  is  no  flerti  in  man's  obdurate  heart, 

It  does  not  feel  for  man ;  the  nat'ral  bond 

( >f  brotherhood  is  fever'd  as  the  flax 

That  tails  aluncler  at  the  touch  of  fire. 

He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  Ikin 

Not  colour'd  like  his  own ;  and,  having  pow'r 
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^  /       T'  enforce  the  wrong,  for  fuch  a  worthy  caufe 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 
JLands  interfered  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interpos'd 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  elfe, 
Like  kindred  drops,  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  deftroys ; 
And,  worfe  than  all.  and  molt  to  be  deplor'd, 
As  human  nature's  broadeft,  fouleft  blot, 
Chains  him,  and  talks  him,  and  exacts  his  fweat 
With  ftripes,  that  mercy,  with  a  bleeding  heart, 
Weeps  when  fhe  fees  inflicted  on  a  beaft. 
Then  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  feeing  this, 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  bluih, 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himfelf  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  flave  to  till  my  ground, 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  fleep, 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
That  finews  bought  and  fold  have  ever  earn'd. 
No  :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Jult  eftimation  priz'd  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myfelf  the  flave, 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fatten  them  on  him. 
We  have  no  flaves  at  home. — Then  why  abroad  ? 
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And  they  themfelves,  once  ferried  o'er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loos'd. 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England  ;  if  their  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free ; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  their  lhackles  fall. 
That's  noble,  and  befpeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blefling.     Spread  it  then, 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev'ry  vein 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that  where  Britain's  pow'r 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too. 

Sure  there  is  need  of  focial  intercourfe, 
Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid, 
Between  the  nations,  in  a  world  that  feems 
To  toll  the  death-bell  of  its  own  deceafe, 
And  by  the  voice  of  all  its  elements 
To  preach  the  gen'ral  doom*.     When  were  the 

winds 

Let  flip  with  fuch  a  warrant  to  deftroy? 
When  did  the  waves  fo  haughtily  o'erleap 
Their  ancient  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  ? 
Fires  from  beneath,  and  meteors  f  from  above, 

•  Alluding  to  the  calamities  at  Jamaica. 
f  Auguft  18,  1783. 
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Portentous,  unexampled,  unexplain'd, 
Have  kindled  beacons  in  the  Ikies ;  and  th'  old 
And  crazy  earth  has  had  her  fliaking  fits 
More  frequent,  and  forgone  her  ufual  reft. 
Is  it  a  time  to  wrangle,  when  the  props 
I        And  pillars  of  our  planet  feem  to  fail, 
i  And  Nature  *  with  a  dim  and  fickly  eye 
To  wait  the  clofe  of  all  ?  But  grant  her  end 
More  diftant,  and  that  prophecy  demands 
A  longer  refpite,  unaccomplilh'd  yet ; 
Still  they  are  frowning  fignals,  and  befpeak 
Difpleafure  in  his  breaft  who  fmites  the  earth 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  la'nguifh  or  rojoice. 
And  'tis  but  feemly,  that,  where  all  deferve 
And  (land  expos'd  by  common  peccancy 
To  what  no  few  have  felt,  there  fhould  be  peace, 
And  brethren  in  calamity  fhould  love. 

Alas  for  Sicily!  rude  fragments  now 
Lie  fcatter'd  where  the  lliapely  column  flood. 
Her  palaces  are  duft.     In  all  her  ftreets 
The  voice  of  finging  and  the  fprightly  chord 

*  Alluding  to  the  fog  that  covered  both  Europe  and  Afia  during 
the  whole  fummer  of  1783. 
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Are  filent.     Revelry,  and  dance,  and  fliow 

Suffer  a  fyncope  and  folemn  paufe ; 

While  God  performs  upon  the  trembling  ftage 

Of  his  own  works  his  dreadful  part  alone. 

How  does  the  earth  receive  him  ? — With  what  figns 

Of  gratulation  and  delight,  her  king  ? 

Pours  (lie  not  all  her  choiceft  fruits  abroad, 

Her  fweetell  flow'rs,  her  aromatic  gums, 

Difclofing  paradife  where'er  he  treads  ? 

She  quakes  at  his  approach.     Her  hollow  womb, 

Conceiving  thunders,  through  a  thoufand  deeps 

And  fiery  caverns  roars  beneath  his  foot. 

The  hills  move  lightly,  and  the  mountains  fmoke. 

For  he  has  touch'd  them.    From  th'  extreraelt  point 

Of  elevation  down  into  th'  abyfs 

His  wrath  is  bufy,  and  his  frown  is  felt. 

The  rocks  fall  headlong,  and  the  vallies  rife, 

The  rivers  die  into  ofFenfive  pools, 

And,  charg'd  with  putrid  verdure,  breathe  a  grofs 

And  mortal  nuilance  into  all  the  air. 

What  folid  was,  by  transformation  ftrange, 

Grows  fluid  j  and  the  fixt  and  rooted  earth, 

Tormented  into  billows,  heaves  and  fwells, 

Or  with  vertiginous  and  hideous  whirl 
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Sucks  down  its  prey  infatiable.     Immenfe 
The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  the  pangs 
And  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute 
Multitudes,  fugitive  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  fugitive  in  vain.     The  fylvan  fcene 
Migrates  uplifted ;  and,  with  all  its  foil 
Alightiag  in  far  diftant  fields,  finds  out 
A  new  pofleflbr,  and  furvives  the  change. 
Ocean  has  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upwrought 
To  an  enormous  and  o'erbearing  height, 
Not  by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice 
Which  winds  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  (bore 
Refiftlefs.     Never  fuch  a  fudden  flood, 
Upridg'd  fo  high,  and  fent  on  fuch  a  charge, 
PoflTefs'd  an  inland  fcene.     Where  now  the  throng 
That  prefs'd  the  beach,  and,  hafty  to  depart, 
Look'd  to  the  fea  for  fafety  ?  They  are  gone, 
Gone  with  the  refluent  wave  into  the  deep — 
A  prince  with  half  his  people  !  Ancient  tow'rs, 
And  roofs  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  fcenes 
Where  beauty  oft  and  letter'd  worth  confume 
Life  in  the  unproductive  fliades  of  death, 
Fall  prone  :  the  pale  inhabitants  come  forth, 
And,  happy  in  their  unforefeen  releafe 
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From  all  the  rigours  of  reftraint,  enjoy 
The  terrors  of  the  day  that  fets  them  free. 
Who  then,  that  has  thee,  would  not  hold  thee  fail, 
Freedom  !  whom  they  that  lofe  thee  fo  regret, 
That  ev'n  a  judgment,  making  way  for  thee, 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  fake. 

Such  evil  fin  hath  wrought ;  and  fuch  a  flame 
Kindled  in  heaven,  that  it  burns  down  to  earth, 
And,  in  the  furious  inqueft  that  it  makes 
On  God's  behalf,  lays  wafte  his  faireft  works. 
The  very  elements,  though  each  be  meant 
The  minifter  of  man,  to  ferve  his  wants, 
Confpire  againft  him.     With  his  breath  he  draw* 
A  pLigue  into  his  blood  j  and  cannot  ufe 
I  ife's  necefiary  means,  but  he  muft  die. 
Storms   rife    t'   o'erwhelm    him:    or,   if   flormy 

winds 

Rife  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  fliall  rife, 
And,  needing  none  afiiftance  of  the  ftorm, 
Shall  roll  themfelves  afhore,  and  reach  him  there* 
The  earth  fliall  make  him  out  of  all  his  hold-;, 
Or  make  his  houfe  his  grave  :  nor  fo  content, 
Shall  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood, 
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And  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dufty  gulphs. 
What  then  ! — were  they  the  wicked  above  all, 
And  we  the  righteous,  whofe  faft  anchor'd  ille 
Mov'd  not, while  their's  was  rock'd, like  alight  fkiff, 
The  fport  of  ev'ry  wave  ?   No :  none  are  clear, 
And  none  than  we  more  guilty.     But,  where  all 
Stand  chargeable  with  guilt,  and  to  the  ftiafts 
Of  wrath  obnoxious,  God  may  choofe  his  mark : 
May  punifh,  if  he  pleafe,  the  lefs,  to  warn 
The  more  malignant.     If  he  fpar'd  not  them, 
Tremble  and  be  amaz'd  at  thine  efcape, 
Far  guiltier  England,  left  he  fpare  not  thee  ! 


Happy  the  man  who  fees  a  God  employ'd 
In  all  the  good  and  ill  that  chequer  life  ! 
Refolving  all  events,  with  their  effe&s 
And  manifold  refults,  into  the  will 
And  arbitration  wife  of  the  Supreme. 
Did  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
The  leaft  of  our  concerns  (fince  from  the  leaft 
The  greateft  oft  originate);  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  difpofe 
One  lawlefs  particle  to  thwart  his  plan; 
Then. God  might  be  furpris'd,  and  unforefeen 
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Contingence  might  alarm  him,  and  difturb 
The  fmooth  and  equal  courfe  of  his  affairs. 
This  truth  philofophy,  though  eagle-ey'd 
In  nature's  tendencies,  oft  overlooks; 
And,  having  found  his  inftrument,  forgets, 
Or  difregards,  or,  more  prefumptuous  ftill, 
Denies  the  pow'r  that  wields  it.     God  proclaims 
His  hot  difpleafure  againft  foolim  men, 
That  live  an  atheift  life  :  involves  the  heav'n 
In  tempefts;  quits  his  grafp  upon  the  winds, 
And  gives  them  all  their  fury}  bids  a  plague 
Kindle  a  nery  boil  upon  the  fkin, 
And  putrify  the  breath  of  blooming  health. 
He  calls  for  famine,  and  the  meagre  fiend 
Blows  mildew  from, between  his  fhrivel'd  lips, 
And  taints  the  golden  ear.     He  fprings  his  mines, 
And  defolates  a  nation  at  a  blaft. 
Forth  fteps  the  fpruce  philolbpber,  arid  tells 
Of  homogenial  and  difcordant  fprings 
And  principles ;  of  caufes,  how  they  work 
By  neceflary  laws  their  fure  eftefts ; 
Of  a6tion  and  re-action.     He  has  found 
The  fourcc  of  the  difcaie  that  nature  feels, 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banifh  fear. 
7 
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Thou  fool !  will  thy  difcovery  of  the  caufe 

Sufpend  th'  effeft,  or  heal  it  ?  Has  not  God 

Still v/rought  by  means  fincefirft  he  made  theworld? 

And  did  he  not  of  old  employ  his  means 

To  drown  it  ?  What  is  his  creation  lefs 

Than  a  capacious  refervoir  of  means 

Form'd  for  his  ufe,  and  ready  at  his  will  ? 

Go,  drefs  thine  eyes  with  eye-falve;  afk  of  him, 

Or  alk  of  whomfoever  he  has  taught  ; 

And  learn,  though  late,  the  genuine  caufe  of  all. 

England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  ffill — 
My  country !  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left 
Where  Englifli  minds  and  manners  may  be  found, 
Shall  be  conftrain'd  to  love  thee.  Though  thy  clime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year  moft  part  deform 'd 
With  dripping  rains,  or  wither'd  by  a  froft, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  fallen  ikies, 
And  fields  without  a  flow'r,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines ;  nor  for  Aufonia's  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  myrtle  bow'rs. 
To  fhake  thy  fenate,  and  from  heights  fublime 
Of  patriot  eloquence  to  flam  down  fire 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  taik: 
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But  I  can  feel  thy  fortunes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  forrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thund'rer  there.     And  I  can  feel 
Thy  follies,  too;  and  with  a  juft  difdain 
Frown  at  crFeminates,  whofe  very  look? 
Reflect  difhonour  on  the  land  I  love. 
How.  in  the  name  of  foldierflrip  and  fenfe, 
Should  England  profper,  when  fuch  thiug3j  as 

fmooth 

And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  elTenc'd  o'er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  fvveet ; 
"NMio  fell  their  laurel  for  a  myrtle  wreath, 
And  love  when  they  fhould  fight;  when  fuch  as 

"thefe"' 

Prefume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  caufe  ? 
Time  was  when  it  was  praife  and  boaft  enough 
In  ev'ry  clime,  and  travel  where  we  might, 
That  we  were  born  her  children.     Praife  enough 
To  fill  th'  ambition  of  a  private  man, 
That  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother  tongue, 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  compatriot  with  his  own. 
Farewell  thole  honours,  and  farewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  fuch  hereafter!  They  have  fall'u 

VOL.   II.  E 
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Each  in  his  field  of  glory;  one  in  arms, 

And  one  in  council — Wolfe  upon  the  lap 

Of  fmiling  victory  that  moment  won, 

And  Chatham  heart-fick  of  his  country's  fhame ! 

They  made  us  many  foldiers.     Chatham,  ftill 

Confulting  England's  happinefs  at  home, 

Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown, 

If  any  wrong'd  her.     Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought, 

Put  fo  much  of  his  heart  into  his  aft, 

That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force, 

And  all  were  fwift  to  follow  whom  all  lov'd. 

Thofe  funs  are  fet.     Oh,  rife  fome  other  fuch! 

Or  all  that  we  have  left  is  empty  talk 

Of  old  achievements,  and  defpair  of  new. 

Now  hoift  the  fail,  and  let  the  ftreamers  float 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.     Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  fprinkle  liquid  fweets, 
;    That  no  rude  favour  maritime  invade 
The  nofe  of  nice  nobility  !  Breathe  foft, 
Ye  clarionets ;  and  fofter  ftill,  ye  flutes ; 
That  winds  and  waters,  lull'd  by  magic  founds, 
May  bear  us  fmoothly  to  the  Gallic  ihore  1 
True,  we  have  loft  an  empire— let  it  pafs. 
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True;  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  France, 
That  pick'd  the  jewel  out  of  England's  crown, 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  fhrew. 
And  let  that  pafs — 'twas  but  a  trick  of  ftate ! 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forgets  in  peace  the  injuries  of  war, 
And  gives  his  direft  foe  a  friend's  embrace. 
And,  mam'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  beard 
Brav'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  fea  prov'd 
Too  weak  for  thofe  decifive  blows  that  once 
Enfured  us  malt'ry  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  fmall  pre-eminence;  we  juftly  boaft 
At  leaft  fuperior  jockeyfhip,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own  ! 
Go,  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praife  ye  feek, 
And  (how  the  fhame  ye  might  conceal  at  home 
In  foreign  eyes! — be  grooms,  and  win  the  plate 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crown '— - 
Tis  gen'rous  to  communicate  yonr  Ikill 
To  thole  that  need  it.     Folly  is  foon  Irarn'd: 
And,  under  fuch  preceptors,  who  can  fail  1 

There  is  a  pleafure  in  poetic  pains 
Which  only  poets  know.     The  Hulls  and  turns, 
E  2 
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Th'  expedients  and  inventions,  multiform, 

To  which  the  mind  reforts,  in  chafe  of  terms 

Though  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win — 

T  arreft  the  fleeting  images  that  fill 

The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  hold  them  faft, 

And  force  them  fit  till  he  has  pencil'd  off 

A  faithful  likenefs  of  the  forms  he  views  ; 

Then  to  difpofe  his  copies  with  fuch  art, 

That  each  may  find  its  moft  propitious  light, 

And  fliine  by  fituation,  hardly  lefs 

Than  by  the  labour  and  the  fldll  it  coft; 

Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 

So  pleafing,  ajidj.hat  fteal  away  the  thought 

With  fuch  addrefs  from  themes  of  fad  import, 

That,  loft  in  his  own  mufings,  happy  man  ! 

He  feels  th'  anxieties  of  life,  denied- 

Their  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 

Such  joys  has  he  that  fings.     But  ah  !  not  fuch, 

Or  feldom  fuch,  the  hearers  of  his  fong. 

Faftidious,  or  elfe  liftlefs,  or  perhaps 

Aware  of  nothing  arduous  in  a  tafk     i 

They  never  undertook,  they  little  note 

His  dangers  or  efcapes,  and  haply  find 

There  leaft  amufement  where  he  found  the  moft. 
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But  is  amufement  all  ?  ftudious  of  fong, 

And  yet  ambitious  not  to  fing  in  vain, 

I  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 

Be  loudeft  in  their  praife  who  do  no  more. 

Yet  what  can  J£tire,  whether  grave  or  gay? 

It  may  correct  a  foible,  may  chaftife 

The  freaks  of  fafhion,  regulate  the  drefs, 

Retrench  a  fword-blade,  or  difplace  a  patch ; 

But_where  are  its  fublimer  trophies  found  ? 

What  vice  has  it  fubdu'd  ?  whofe  heart  reclaim'd 

By  rigour,  or  whom  laugh'd  into  reform  ? 

Alas  !  Leviathan  is  not  fo  tam'd  : 

Laugh'd  at,  he  laughs  again  ;  and,  ftricken  hard, 

Turns  to  the  ftroke  his  adamantine  fcales, 

That  fear  no  difcipline  of  human  hands. 

The  pulpit,  therefore  (and  I  name  it  fill'd 
With  folemn  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 
"With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing)— 
The  pulpit  (when  the  fat'rift  has  at  laft, 
Strutting  and  vap 'ring  in  an  empty  fchool, 
Spent  all  his  force  and  made  no  profelyte) — 
I  fay  the  pulpit  (in  the  fober  ufe 
Of  its  legitimate,  peculiar  pow'rs) 
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Muft  Hand  acknowledg'd,  while  the  world  mall 

ftand, 

The  moil  important  and  effectual  guard, 
Support,  and  ornament,  of  virtue's  caufe. 
There  ftands  the  meflenger  of  truth  :  there  ftands 
The  legate  of  the  ikies ! — His  theme  divine, 
His  office  facred,  his  credentials  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  fpeaks  out 
Its  thunders ;  and  by  him,  in  ftrains  as  fweet 
As  angels  ufe,  the  gofpel  whifpers  peace. 
He  'flablifhes  the  ftrong,  reftores  the  weak, 
Reclaims  the  wand'rer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 
And,  arm'd  himfelf  in  panoply  complete 
Of  heav'nly  temper,  furnitlies  with  arms, 
Bright  as  his  own,  andjrains,  by  ey'ry  rule 
Of  holy  difcipline,  to  glorious  war,_^ 
The  facramental  hoft  of  God's  elecl ! 
Are  all  fuch  teachers  ? — would  to  lieav'n  all  were ! 
But  hark — the  doctor's  voice ! — fatl  wedg'd  between 
Two  empirics  he  ftands,  and  with  fwoln  cheeks 
Infpires  the  news,  his  trumpet.     Keener  far 
Than  all  inveclive  is  his  bold  harangue, 
While  through  that  public  organ  of  report 
He  hails  the  clergy  5  and,  defying  mame, 
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Announces  to  the  world  his  own  and  their'a ! 

He  teaches  thofe  to  read,  whom  fchools  difmifs'd, 

And  colleges,  untaught ;  fells  accent,  tone, 

And  emphafis  in  fcore,  and  gives  to  pray'r 

Th'  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 

He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 

Down  into  modern  ufe  ;  transforms  old  print 

To  zig-zag  manufcript,  and  cheats  the  eyes 

Of  gali'ry  critics  by  a  thoufand  arts. 

Are  there  who  purchafe  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 

Oh,  name  it  not  in  Gath ! — it  cannot  be, 

That  grave  and  learned  clerks  mould  need  fuch  aid. 

He  doubtlefs  is  in  fport,  and  does  but  droll, 

Affuming  thus  a  rank  unknown  before — 

Grand  caterer  and  dry-uurfe  of  the  church ! 

I  venerate  the  man  whofe  heart  «  warm, 
Whofe  hands  are  pure,  whofe  doclrine  and  whofe 

life, 

Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof 
That  he  is  honett  in  the  facred  caufe. 
To  fuch  I  render  more  than  mere  refpecl, 
Whofe  actions  fay  that  they  refped  tbemfelveg. 
But,  loofe  in  morals,  and  in  manners  vain, 
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In  converfation  frivolous,  in  drefs 
Extreme,  at  once  rapacious  and  profufe  j 
Frequent  in  park  with  lady  at  his  fide, 
Ambling  and  prattling  fcandal  as  he  goes ; 
But  rare  at  home,  and  never  at  his  books, 
Or  with  his  pen,  fave  when  he  fcrawls  a  cardj 
Conftant  at  routs,  familiar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyfhips — a  ftranger  to  the  poor ; 
Ambitious  of  preferment  for  its  gold, 
And  well-prepar'd,  by  ignorance  and  floth, 
By  infidelity  and  love  of  world, 
To  make  God's  work  a  finecurej  a  flave 
To  his  own  pleafures  and  his  patron's  pride  : 
From  fuch  apoftles,  oh,  ye  mitred  heads, 
Preferve  the  church !  and  lay  not  careleis  hands 
On  fculls  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

•r 

Would  I  defcribe  a  preacher,  fuch  as  Paul, 
Were  he  on  earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own — 
Paul  fbould  himfelf  direct  me.     I  would  trace 
His  mafter-ftrokes,  and  draw  from  his  defign. 
I  would  exprefs  him  fimple,  grave,  fincere ; 
In  doctrine  uncorrupt;  in  language  plain, 
And  plain  in  manner;  decent,  folemn,  chafte, 
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And  natural  in  gefture;  much  imprelVd 
Himfelf,  as  conicious  of  his  awful  charge, 
And  anxious  mainly  that  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  feel  it  too  j  affectionate  in  look, 
And  tender  in  addrefs,  as  well  becomes 
A  meflenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 
Behold  the  picture  ! — Is  it  like  ? — Like  whom? 
The  things  that  mount  the  roftrum  with  a  flcip, 
And  then  Ikip  down  again ;  pronounce  a  text ; 
Cry — hem  ;  and,  reading  what  they  never  wrote, 
Juft  fifteen  minutes,  huddle  up  their  work, 
And  with  a  well-bred  whifper  clofe  the  fcene! 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  moft  in  man, 
And  moft  of  all  in  man  that  minifters 
And  ferves  the  altar,  in  my  foul  I  loath 
All  affectation.     Tis  my  perfect  fcorn  ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  difguft. 
What !— will  a  man  play  tricks,  will  he  indulge 
A  filly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  form, 
And  juft  proportion,  falhionable  mien, 
And  pretty  face,  in  prefence  of  his  God  ? 
Or  will  he  feck  to  dazzle  me  with  tropes, 
As  with  the  di'mond  on  his  lily  hand, 
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And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes, 

When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life  ? 

He  mocks  his  Maker,  proftitutes  and  fliames 

His  noble  office,  and,  inftead  of  truth, 

Difplaying  his  own  beauty,  ilarves  his  flock  I 

Therefore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  ftare, 

And  ftart  theatric,  praftifed  at  the  glafs  ! 

I  feek  divine  fimplicity  in  him 

Who  handles  things  divine ;  and  all  befides, 

Though  learn'd  with  labour,  and  though  much 

admir'd 
By  curious  eyes  and  judgments  ill-inform'd, 

,'To  me  is  odious  as  the  nafal  twang 
Heard  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men, 
Mifled  by  cuftom,  ilrain  celeftial  themes 

'    Through  the  preft  noftril,  fpeftacle-beftrid. 
Some,  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preach, 
That  tafk  perform'd,  relapfe  into  themfelves  j 
And,  having  fpoken  wifely,  at  the  clofe 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  ev'ry  eye — 
Whoe'er  was  edified,  themfelves  were  not ! 
Forth  comes  the  pocket  mirror. — Firfl  we.  ftroke 
An  eye-brow;  next,  compofe  a  ftraggling  lock  ; 
Then  with  an  air,  moft  gracefully  perform'd, 
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Fall  back  into  our  feat,  extend  an  arm, 

And  lay  it  at  its  eafe  with  gentle  care, 

With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low: 

The  better  hand,  more  bufy,  gives  the  nofe 

Its  bergamot,  or  aids  th' indebted  eye 

With  op'ra  glafs,  to  watch  the  moving  fcene, 

And  recognize  the  flow-retiring  fair. — 

Now  this  is  fulfome;  and  offends  me  more 

Than  in  a  churchman  flovenly  negleft 

And  ruftic  coarienefs  would.     An  heav'nly  mind 

May  be  indiff'rent  to  her  houfe  of  clay, 

And  flight  the  hovel  as  beneath  her  care; 

But  how  a  body  fo  fantaftic,  trim, 

And  quaint,  in  its  deportment  and  attire, 

Can  lodge  an  heav'nly  mind — demands  a  doubt. 

He  that  negociates  between  God  and  man, 
As  God's  ambaifador,  the  grand  concerns 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  fhould  beware 
Of  lightnefs  in  his  fpeech.     Tis  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  fhould  woo  a  foul ; 
To  break  a  jeft,  when  pity  would  inlpire 
Pathetic  exhortation  ;  and  t'  addrefs 
The  Ikittiih  fancy  with  facetious  tales, 
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When  fent  with  God's  commiffion  to  the  heart ! 
So  did  not  Paul.     Dired  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote, 
And  I  con  fent  you  take  it  for  your  text, 
Your  only  one,  till  fides  and  benches  fail. 
No  :  he  was  ferious  in  a  ferious  caufe, 

V 

And  underftood  too  well  the  weighty  terms 
That  he  had  ta'en  in  charge.     He  would  not  ftqop 
To  conquer  thole  by  jocular  exploits, 
Whom  .truth  and  fobernefs  aflail'd  in  vain. 

Oh,  popular  applaufe  !  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  againft  thy  fweet  feducing  charms  ? 
The  wifeft  and  the  beft  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  gentleft  gales  ; 
But,  fwell'd  into  a  guft — who  then,  alas  ! 
With  all  his  canvafs  let,  and  inexpert, 
And  therefore  heedlefs,  can  withstand  thy  pow'r  ? 
Praife  from  the  rivel'd  lips  of  tootlilefs,  bald 
Decrepitude ;  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  poverty ;  and  in  the  bow 
Refpe&ful  of  the  fmutch'd  artificer  5 
Is  oft  too  welcome,  and  may  much  difturb 
The  bias  of  the  purpofe.    How  much  more, 
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Pour'd  forth  by  beauty  fplendid  and  polite, 
In  language  foft  as  adoration  breathes  ? 
Ah,  fpare  your  idol !  think  him  human  ftill. 
Charms  he  may  have,  but  he  has  frailties  too ! 
Dote  not  too  much,  nor  fpoil  what  ye  admire. 

All  truth  is  from  the  fempiternal  fource 
Of  light  divine.     But  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome, 
Drew  from  the  ftream  below.     More  favour'd,  we 
Drink,  when  we  choofe  it,  at  the  fountain  head. 
To  them  it  flow'd  much  mingled  and  defil'd 
With  hurtful  error,  prejudice,  and  dreams 
Illufive  of  philofophy,  fo  call'd, 
But  falfely.     Sages  after  fages  ftrove 
In  vain  to  filter  off  a  cryftal  draught 
Pure  from  the  lees,  which  often  more  enhanc'd 
The  thirft  that  flak'd  it,  and  not  feldom  bred 
Intoxication  and  delirium  wild. 
In  vain  they  pufli'd  inquiry  to  the  birth 
And  fpring-time  of  the  world;  alk'd,  Whence  is 

man  ? 

Why  form'd  at  all  ?  and  wherefore  as  he  is  ? 
Where  muft  he  find  his  Maker  ?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him  ?  Will  he  hear,  accept,  and  bleis  ? 
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Or  does  be  fit  regardlefs  of  his  works  ? 

Has  man  within  him  an  immortal  feed  ? 

Or  does  the  tomb  take  all  ?  If  he  furvive 

His  aflies,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  woe  ? 

Knots  worthy  of  folution,  which  alone 

A  Deity  could  folve.    Their  anfwers,  vague, 

And  all  at  random,  fabulous,  and  dark, 

Left  them  as  dark  themfelves.     Their  rules  of  life, 

Defective  and  unfandlion'd,  prov'd  too  weak 

To  bind  the  roving  appetite,  and  lead 

Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveal'd. 

Tis  revelation  fatisfies  all  doubts, 

Explains  all  myfteries,  except  her  own, 

And  fo  illuminates  the  path  of  life, 

That  fools  difcover  it,  and  ftray  no  more. 

Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  fapient  fir, 

My  man  of  morals,  nurtur'd  in  the  (hades 

Of  Academus — is  this  falfe  or  true  ? 

Js  Chrift  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  fchools  ? 

If  Chrift,  then  why  refort  at  ev'ry  turn 

To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wifdom  Ihort 

Of  man's  occafions,  when  in  him  refide 

Grace,  knowledge,  comfort — an  unfathom'd  ftore  ? 

How  oft,  when  Paul  has  ferv'd  us  with  a  text, 
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Has  Epidetus,  Plato,  Tully,  preach'd ! 
Men  that,  if  now  alive,  would  fit  content 
And  humble  learners  of  a  Saviour's  worth, 
Preach  it  who  might.     Such  was  their  love  of  truth, 
Their  thirft  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too ! 

And  thus  it  is. — The  paftor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  flatt'ry  made  fo,  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  fplendour,  and  t'  exalt 
Abfurdly,  not  his  office,  but  himfelf ; 
Or  unenlighten'd,  and  too  proud  to  learn ; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach  j 
Perverting  often,  by  the  ftrefs  of  lewd 
And  loofe  example,  whom  he  ihould  inftrudt ; 
Expofes,  and  holds  up  to  broad  difgrace, 
The  nobleft  function,  and  difcredits  much 
The  brighteft  truths  that  man  has  ever  feen. 
For  ghoftly  counfel  j  if  it  either  fall 
Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  back'd 
With  (how  of  love,  at  lead  with  hopeful  proof 
Of  forae  fincerity  on  th'  giver's  part ; 
Or  be  diftionour'd,  in  th'  exterior  form 
And  mode  of  its  conveyance,  by  fuch  tricks 
As  move  derifion,  or  by  foppilh  airs 
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And  hiftribnic  mumm'ry,  that  letjjown 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  ftagc  j 
Drops  from  the  lips  a  difregarded  thing. 
The  weak  perhaps  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  taught, 
While  prejudice  in  men  of  ftronger  minds 
Takes  deeper  root,  confirm'd  by  what  they  fee. 
/A"relaxation  of  religion's  hold 
\Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart 
£oon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  confcience  fnapt, 
iThe  laity  run  wild. — But  do  they  now? 
Note  their  extravagance,  and  be  convinc'd. 

As  nations,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one,  fo  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  monitors  that  mother  church  fupplies, 
Now  make  our  own.     Pofterity  will  alk 
(If  e'er  pofterity  fee  verfe  of  mine) 
Some  fifty  or  an  hundred  luftrums  hence, 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days  ? 
My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn, 
Of  whom  I  needs  mult  augur  better  things, 
Since  heav'n  would  fure  grow  weary  of  a  world 
Productive  only  of  a  race  like  our's, 
A  monitor  is  wood— plank  ihaven  thin. 
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We  wear  it  at  our  backs.     There,  clofely  brac'd 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  comprefles  hard 
The  prominent  and  mod  unfightly  bones, 
And  binds  the  moulders  flat.     We  prove  its  ufe 
Sov 'reign  and  moft  effe&ual  to  fecure 
A  form,  not  now  gymnaftic  as  of  yore, 
From  rickets  and  dillortion,  elfe  our  lot. 
But,  thus  admonifh'd,  we  can  walk  ereft — 
One  proof  at  leaft  of  manhood !  while  the  friend 
Sticks  clofe,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  coftlier  than  Lucullus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his, 
Juft  pleafe  us  while  the  fafliion  is  at  full, 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.     The  fycophant, 
Who  waits  to  drefs  us,  arbitrates  their  date ; 
Surveys  his  fair  rcverfion  with  keen  eye  j 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  oblblete, 
This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  conceiv'd ; 
And,  making  prize  of  all  that  he  condemns, 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own. 
Variety's  the  very  fpice  of  life, 
That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.     We  have  run 
Through  gyj-y  change  that  faucy  at  the  loom, 
Kxhaulled,  has  had  genius  to  fupply; 

VOL.  II.  F 
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And,  ftudious  of  mutation  dill,  difcard 

A  real  elegance,  a  little  us'd, 

For  monftrous  novelty  and  ftrange  difguife. 

We  facrifice  to  drefs,  till  houfehold  joys 

And  comforts  ceafe.     Drefs  drains  our  cellar  dry, 

And  keeps  our  larder  lean  j  puts  out  our  fires ; 

And  introduces  hunger,  froft,  and  wo, 

Where  peace  and  hofpitality  might  reign. 

What  man  that  lives,  and  that  knows  how  to  live* 

Would  fail  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  ftiows 

A  form  as  fplendid  as  the  proudeft  there, 

Though  appetite  raife  outcries  at  the  coft  ? 

A  man  o'  th'  town  dines  late,  but  foon  enough, 

With  reafonable  forecaft  and  difpatch, 

T'  infure  a  iide  box  ftation  at  half  price. 

You  think,  perhaps,  fo  delicate  his  dreis, 

His  daily  fare  as  delicate.     Alas  ! 

He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  bufy  as  he  feems 

With  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet! 

The  rout  is  folly's  circle,  which  (he  draws 

With  magic  wand.     So  potent  is  the  fpell, 

That  none,  decoy'd  into  that  fatal  ring, 

Unlefs  by  heaven's  peculiar  grace,  efcape. 

TJierejwe  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wife  ; 
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There  form  connexions,  but  acquire  no  friend ; 
Solicit  pleafure,  hopelefs  of  fuccefs  j 
Wafte  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 
For  fecond  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 
To  fports  which  only  childhood  could  excufe. 
There  they  are  happieft  who  diffemble  beft 
Thrir  \v(arinefs;   and  they  the  molt  polite 
Who  fquander  time  and  treafure  with  a  fmile, 
Though  at  their  own  deftru&ion.     She,  that  ailcs 
He^^ajjE^veJiujidj^fj^end^,  contemns  them  all, 
And  hates  their  coming.  They  (what  can  they  lefs  ?) 
Make  juft  reprifalsj  and,  with  cringe  and  flirug, 
And  bow  obfequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 
All  catch  the  frenzy,  downward  from  her  grace, 
Whofe  flambeaux  flaQi  agahift  the  morning  ikies, 
And  gild  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  pafs, 
To  her  who,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift 
May  feed  excelles  (he  can  ill  afford, 
Is  hackney 'd  home  unlacquey'dj  who,  in  hafte 
Alighting,  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door, 
And,  at  the  watchman's  lantern  borrowing  light, 
Finds  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left. 
Wivesbeggarhuf  bands,  hufbandsltarve  their  wives, 
On  fortune's  velvet  altar  off'ring  up 
F  2 
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Their  laft  poor  pittance — fortune,  moft  fevere 
Of  goddefles  yet  known,  and  cofllier  far 
Than  all  that  held  their  routs  in  Juno's  heav'n. — 
So  fare  \ve  in  this  prjfon-.houfe-the.osf£)jld. 
And  'tis  a  fearful  fpe6tacle  to  fee 
So  many  maniacs  dancing  in  their  chains. 
They  gaze  upon  the  links  that  hold  them  faft 
With  eyes  of  anguifh,  execrate  their  lot, 
Then  fhake  them  in  defpair,  and  dance  again  ! 

Now  baiket  up  the  family  of  plagues 
That  wafte  our  vitals ;  peculation,  fale 
Of  honour,  perjury,  corruption,  frauds 
By  forgery,  by  fubterfuge  of  law, 
By  tricks  and  lies  as  num'rous  and  as  keen 
As  the  neceflities  their  authors  feel ; 
Then  caft  them,  clofely  bundled,  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  right  door.     Profuiion  is  the  fire. 
Profufion  unreftrain'd,  with  all  that's  bafe 
In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land, 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priefthood  fuch  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people  fuch  as  never  was  till  now. 
It  is  a  hungry  vice : — it  eats  up  all 
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That  gives  fociety  its  beauty,  ftrength, 
Convenience,  and  fecurity,  and  ufe  : 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trapp'd 
And  gibbctted  as  fa  ft  as  catchpole  claws 
Can_feize  the  flip^Vy^pjney :  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  facred  band 
That  holds  mankind  together  to  a  fcourge. 
Profufion,  deluging  a  flate  with  lufts 
Of  groffeft  nature  and  of  worft  effects, 
Prepares  it  for  its  ruin  :  hardens,  blinds, 
And  warps,  the  confciences  of  public  men, 
Till  they  can  laugh  at  virtue ;  mock  the  fools 
That  truft  them;  and,  in  th'  end,  difclofe  a  face 
That  would  have  fhock'd  credulity  herfelf, 
Unmaik'd,  vouchfafing  this  their  fole  excufe — 
Since  all  alike  are  felfifh,  why  not  they? 
This  does  profufion,  £nd  th'  accurfed  caufe 
Of  fuch  deep  mifchief  has  itlelf  a  cauic. 

44,  &U 

In  colleges  and  halls,  in  ancient  days, 
When  learning,  virtue,  piety,  and  truth, 
Were  precious,  and  inculcated  with  care, 
There  dwelt  a  fage  call'd  Difcipline.     His  head, 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  filver'd  o'er, 
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Befpoke  him  pa  ft  the  bounds  of  freakifh  youth, 

But  ftrong  for  fervice  ftill,  and  unimpair'd. 

His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  fmile 

Play'd  on  his  lips ;  and  in  his  fpeech  was  heard 

Paternal  fweetnefs,  dignity,  and  love. 

The  occupation  deareft  to  his  heart 

Was  to  encourage  gooduefs.     He  would  ftroke 

The  head  of  modeft  and  ingenuous  worth, 

That  blufli'd  at  its  own  praife ;  and  prefs  the  youth 

Clofe  to  his  fide  that  pleas'd  him .     Learning  grew, 

Beneath  his  care,  a  thriving  vig'rous  plant ; 

The  mind  was  well  inform'd,  the  paffions  held 

Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice. 

If  e'er  it  chanc'd,  as  fometimes  chance  it  muft, 

That  one  among  fo  many  overleap'd 

The  limits  of  controul,  his  gentle  eye 

Grew  fleru,  and  darted  a  fevere  rebuke  : 

His  frown  was  full  of  terror,  and  his  voice 

Shook  the  delinquent  with  fuch  fits  of  awe 

As  left  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 

Loft  favour  back  again,  and  clos'd  the  breach. 

But  Difcipline,  a  faithful  fervant  long, 

Declin'u  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years  : 

A  palfy  ftruck  his  arm  j  his  fparkling  eye 
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Wasquench'd  in  rheums  of  age;  his  voice,  unftrung, 

Grew  tremulous,  and  mov'd  derifion  more 

Than  rev'rence  in  perverfe  rebellious  youth. 

So  colleges  and  halls  neglected  much 

Their  good  old  friend  j  and  Difcipline  at  length, 

O'erlook'd  and  unemploy'd,  fell  lick  and  died. 

Then  ftudy  languifh'd,  emulation  flept, 

And  virtue  fled.     The  fchools  became  a  fcene 

Of  folemn  farce,  where  Ignorance  in  ftilts, 

His_caj)  well  lin'd  with  logic  not  his  own, 

With  parrot  tongue  perform'd  the  fcholar's  part, 

Proceeding  foon  a  graduated  dunce. 

Then  compromife  had  place,  and  fern  tiny 

Became  ftone-blindj  precedence  went  in  truck, 

And  he  was  competent  whofe  purfe  was  fo. 

A  diflblution  of  all  bonds  enfued ; 

The  curbs,  invented  for  the  mulifli  mouth 

Of  head-ftrong  youth,  were  broken ;  bars  and  bolts 

Grew  rufty  by  difufe ;  and  maflfy  gates 

Forgot  their  office,  op'ning  with  a  touch  j 

'Till  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  mafquerade, 

The  tafleTnTcap  and  the  fpruce  band  a  jeft, 

A  mock'ry  of  the  world !  What  need  of  thefe 

For  gamefters,  jockeys,  brothellers  impure, 
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Spendthrifts,  and  booted  fportfmen,  oft'ner  feen 
With  belted  waift  and  pointers  at  their  heels 
Than  in  the  bounds  of  duty  ?  What  was  learn'd, 
If  aught  was  learn'd  in  childhood,  is  forgot  3 
And  fuch  expenfe  as  pinches  parents  bliie^ 
And  mortifies  the  lib'ral  hand  of  love, 
Is  fquander'd  in  purfuit  of  idle  fports 
And  vicious  pleafures ;  buys  the  boy  a  name, 
That  fits  a  ftigma  on  his  father's  houfe, 
And  cleaves  through  life  infeparably  clofe 
To  him  that  wears  it.     What  can  after-games 
Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 
The  lewd  vain  world,  that  muft  receive  him  foon, 
Add  to  fuch  erudition,  thus  acquir'd, 
Where  fcience  and  where  virtue  are  profefs'd  ? 
They  may  confirm  his  habits^j'ivet  faft 
His  folly,  but  to  fpoil  him  ifi  a  taik.) 
That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  pow'rs 
Of  ftfhion,  diflipation,  taverns,  iiews. 
Now,  blame  we  molt  the  nurflings  or  the  nurfe  ? 
The  children,  crook'd,  and  twitted,  and  deform'd, 
Through  want  of  care;  or  her,  whofe  winking  eye 
And  flumb'ring  ofcitancy  mars  the  brood  ? 
The  nurfe  no  doubt.     Eegardlefs  of  her  charge, 
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She  needs  herfelf  correction ;  needs  to  learn, 
That  it  is  dang'rous  fporting  with  the  world, 
With  things  fo  facred  as  a  nation's  truft, 
The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearelt  pledge. 

All  are  not  fuch.     I  had  a  brother  once — 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 
Of  manners  fweet  as  virtue  always  wears, 
When  gay  good-nature  drefles  her  in  fmiles. 
He  grac'd  a  college  *,  in  which  order  yet 
Was  facred ;  and  was  honour'd,  lov'd,  and  wep*., 
By  more  than  one,  themfelves  confpicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  temper'd  happily,  and  mixt 
With  fuch  ingredients  of  good  fenfe  and  tafte 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  third 
With  fuch  a  zeal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  reftraints  can  circumfcribe  them  more 
Than  they  themfelves  by  choice,  for  wifdom's  fake; 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them :  what  they  fee 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  juft  efteem. 

»  Bcn'ct  Coll.  Cambridge. 
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If  fuch  efcape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure,  from  fo  foul  a  pool,  to  fhine  abroad, 
And  give  the  world  their  talents  and  themfelves, 
Small  thanks  to  thofe  whofe  negligence  or  floth 
Expos'd  their  inexperience  to  the  fnare, 
Andjeft  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See,  then,  the  quiver  broken  and  decay'd, 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows !  Rufting  there 
In  wild  diforder,  and  unfit  for  ufe, 
What  wonder  if,  difcharg'd  into  the  world, 
They  fhame  their  (hooters  with  a  random  flight, 
Their  points  obtufe,  and  feathers  drunk  with  wine ! 
Well  may  the  church  wage  unfuccefsful  war, 
With  fuch  artill'ry  arm'd.     Vice  parries  wide 
Th'  undreaded  volley  with  a  fword  of  flraw, 
And  ftands  an  impudent  and  fearlefs  mark. 

.  Have  we  not  track'd  the  felon  home,  and  found 

y*  jj^  His  birth-place  and  his  dam?  The  county  mourns — 
Mourns,  becaufe  ev'ry  plague  that  can  infeft 
Society,  and  that  faps  and  worms  the  bafe 
Of  th'  edifice  that  policy  has  rais'd, 
Swarms  in  all  quarters ;  meets  the  eye,  the  ear, 
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And  fufFocates  the  breath  at  ev'ry  turn. 
Profufion  breeds  them;  and  the  caufe  itfelf 
Of  that  calamitous  mifchief  has  been  found : 
Found,  too,  where  moft  offenfive,  in  the  ikirts 
Of  the  rob'd  pedagogue !  Elfe,  let  th'  arraign'd 
Stand  up  unconfcious,  and  refute  the  charge. 
So,  when  the  Jewim  leader  ftretch'd  his  arm, 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obfcene, 
Spawn'd  in  the  muddy  beds  of  Nile,  came  forth, 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains, 
Were  cover'd  with  the  peft;  the  ftreets  were  fill'd; 
The  croaking  nuifance  lurk'd  in  ev'ry  nook ; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  Tcap'd ; 
And  the  land  ftank — fo  num'rous  was  the  fry. 
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ARGUMENT  OF  THE  THIRD  BOOK. 

Self  recollection  and  reproof. — Addrefs  to  domejiic 
happinefs. — Some  account  of  myfelf. — The  "vanity 
of  many  of  their  pur Juits  "who  are  reputed  -wife. — 
Jujlification  of  my  cenfures. — Divine  illumination 
neccjffary  to  the  mojl  expert  philofopher. — The  qucf- 
tion,  What  is  truth?  anfivered  by  other  quejlions. 
—  Domcftic  happinefs  addrejfed  again.  —  Fe^v 
lovers  of  the  country. — My  tame  hare. — Occupa- 
tions of  a  retired  gentleman  in  his  garden. — Prun- 
ing. — Framing. — Greenhoufe. — Sowing  offioivcr- 
feeds. — The  country  preferable  to  the  toivn  even  in 
the  'winter. — Reafons  ivhy  it  is  dcferted  at  that 
feafon. — Ruinous  effefls  of  gaming  and  of  cxpen- 
(ive  improvement. — Book  concludes  ivith  an  apof- 
trophe  to  the  metropolis. 
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THE    GARDEN. 

As  one  who,  long  in  thickets  and  in  brakes 

Entangled,  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that        ^(^ 

His  devious  courfe  uncertain,  feeking_  home ; 

Or,  having  long  in  miry  ways  been  foil'd 

And  fore  difcomrited,  from  flough  to  flough 

Plunging,  andjialf  defpairing  of  efcape ; 

If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  greenfward  fmooth 

And  faithful  to  the  foot,  his  fpirits  rife, 

He  chirrups  brifk  his  ear  erecting  fteed, 

And  winds  his  way  with  pleafure  and  with  eafe; 

So  I,  defigning  other  themes,  and  call'd 

T'  adorn  the  Sofa  with  eulogium  due, 

To  tell  its  flumbers,  and  to  paint  its  dreams. 
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Have  rambled  wide.     In  country,  city,  feat 
Of  academic  fame  (howe'er  deferv'd), 
Long  held,  and  fcarcely  difengag'd  at  laft. 
But  now,  with  pleafant  pace,  a  cleanlier  road 
I  mean  to  tread.    I  feel  myfelf  at  large, 
Courageous,  and  refrefh'd  for  future  toil, 
If  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new. 

Since  pulpits  fail,  and  founding-boards  reflect 
MofFpart  an  empty  ineffectual  found, 
What  chance  that  I,  to  fame  fo  little  known, 
Nor  converfant  with  men  or  manners  much, 
Should  fpeak  to  purpofe,  or  with  better  hope 
Crack  the  fatiric  thong  ?  'Twere  wifer  far 
For  me,  enamour'd  of  fequefter'd  fcenes, 
And  charm'd  with  rural  beauty,  tc-jregofe,^ 
Where  chance  may  throw  me,  beneath  elm  or  vine, 

^1    /ftly  languid  limbs,  when  fummer  fears  the  plains ; 

^  (<M  Or,  when  rough  winter  rages,  on  the  foft 
And  llielter'd  Sofa,  while  the  nitrous  air 
Feeds  a  blue  flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  hearth ; 
There,  undifturb'd  by  folly,  and  appriz'd 
How  great  the  danger  of  difturbing  her, 
To  mufe  in  filence,  or  at  leaft  confine 
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Remarks  that  gall  fo  many  to  the  few 
My  partners  in  retreat.    J)ifguft  conccal'd 
Is  oft-times  proof  of  wifdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obftinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domeftic  happiriefs;  thou  only  blir> 
Of  Paradifc  that  has  furviv'd  th»  fail ! 
Though  few  now  tafte  thee  unimpair'd  and  pure, 
Or,  lafling,  long  enjoy  thee;  too  infirm, 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preferve  thy  fweets 
Unmixt  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  fheds  into  thy  cryftal  cup. 
Thou  art  the  nurfe  of  virtue — in  thine  arms 
She  finiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  Ihe  is, 
Heav'n-born,  and  deliin'd  to  the  Ikies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  pleafure  is  ador'd, 
That  reeling  goudefs  with  a  zonclcfs  waiti 
And  wand'ring  eyes,  itill  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  novelty,  her  fickle  frail  fupport ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  conftant,  haling  change, 
And  finding,  in  the  calm  of  truth-tried  love, 
Joys  that  her  ftormy  raptures  never  yield. 
Forfaking  thee,  what  fhipwreck  have  we  made  / 
Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown  I 
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Till  prostitution  elbows  us  afide 
In  all  our  crowded  ftreets ;  and  fenates  feera 
Conven'd  for  purpofes  of  empire  lefs 
Than  to  releafe  th'  adultrefs  from  her  bond. 
Th'  adultrefs !  whata  theme  for  anigrj^verfe'i 
What  provocation  to  th'  indignant  heart 
That  feels  for  injur'd  love !  but  I  difdain 
The  naufeous  talk  to  paij3.Lh.eL3S^ke-is, 
Cruel,  abandon'd,  glorying  in  her  fhame  ! 
No : — let  her  pafs,  and,  chariotted  along 
In  guilty  fplendour,  fhake  the  public  ways ; 
The  frequency  of  crimes  has  wam'd  them  white  ! 
And  verfe  of  mine  (hall  never  brand  the  wretch, 
Whom  matrons  now,  of  character  unfmirch'd, 
And  chafte  themfelves,  are  not  afham'd  to  own. 
Virtue  and  vice  had  bound'ries  in  old  time, 
Not  to  be  pafs'd  :  and  {he,  that  had  renounc'd 
Her  fex's  honour,  was  renounc'd  herfelf 
By  all  that  priz'd  it ;  not  for  prud'ry's  fake, 
But  dignity's,  refentful  of  the  wrong. 
yTwas  hard,  perhaps,  on  here  and  there  a  waif, 
Defirous  to  return,  and  not  receiv'd ; 
But  was  an  wholefome  rigour  in  the  main, 
And  taught  th'  unblemifti'd  to  preferve  with  care 
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That  purity,  whole  lofs  was  lofs  of  all. 
Men,  too,  were  nice  in  honour  in  thofe  days, 
And  judg'd  offenders  well.     Then  he  that  fharp'd, 
Ana  pocketted  a  prize  by  fraud  obtain'd, 
Was  mark'd  and  Ihuun'd  as  odious.     He  that  fold 
His  country,  or  was  flack  when  fhe  requir'd 
His  ev'ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  ftretch, 
Paid,  with  the  blood  that  he  had  bafely  fpar'd, 
The  price  of  his  default.     But  now — yes,  now 
We  are  become  fo  candid  and  fo  fair, 
So  HVralin  contraction,  and  fo  rich 
In  Chrittian  charity,  (good-natur'd  age!) 
TjiaJLthey-are  Life,  tinners  of  either  fex, 
Tranfgrefs  what  laws  they  may.  Well  drefs'd,  well 

bred, 

Well  equipag'd,  is  ticket  good  enough 
To  pals  us  readily  through  ev'ry  door. 
Hypocrify,  deteft  her  as  we  may, 
(And  no  man's  hatred  ever  wrong'd  her  yet) 
May  claim  this  merit  tlill — that  Ihe  admits 
The  worth  of  what  fhe  mimics  with  fuch  care, 
And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applaufe ; 
But  fhe  has  burnt  her  malk,  not  needed  here, 
Where  vice  has  fuch  allowance,  that  her  fliifts 
And  fpccious  femblances  have  loft  their  ufe. 
G  2 
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I  was  a  ftricken  deer,  that  left  the  herd 
Long  fince;  with  many  an  arrow  deep  infixt, 
My  panting  fide  was  charg'd,  when  I  withdrew 
To  feek  a  tranquil  death  in  diftant  ihades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one  who  had  himfelf 
Been  hurt  by  th'  archers.     In  his  fide  he,  bore, 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  the  cruel  fears. 
With  gentle  force  foliciting  the  darts, 
He  drew  them  forth,  and  heal'd,  and  bade  me  live. 
Since  then,  with  few  affociates,  in  remote 
And  filent  woods  I  wander,  far  from  thole 
My  former  partners  of  the  peopled  fcene ; 
With  few  affociates,  and  not  wifhing  more. 
Here  much  I  ruminate,  as  much  I  may, 
With  other  views  of  men  and  mariners  now 
Than  once,  and  others  of  a  life  to  come. 
I  fee  that  all  are  wand'rers,/  gone  artray 
Each  in  his  own  delufions;   they  are  loit 
In  chafe  of  fancied  happinefs,  ftill  woo'd 
And  never  won.     Dream  after  dream  eniuesj 
And  ftill  they  dream  that  they  fhall  ftill  fucceed, 
And  ftill  are  difappointed.     Rings  the  world 
With  the  vain  ftir.     I  fum  up  half  mankind, 
And  add  two  thirds  of  the  remaining  half, 
And  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  fears 
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Dreams,_ empty  dreams.     The  million  flit  as  gay 

As  if  created  only  like  the  fly, 

That  fpreads  his  motley  wings  in  th'  eye  of  noon, 

To  fport  their  feafon,  and  be  feen  no  more. 

The  reft  are  fober  dreamers,  grave  and  wife,      ?  . 

And  pregnant  with  difcov'ries  new  and  rare. 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars,  and  feats 

Of  heroes  little  known  j  and  call  the  rant 

An  hirtory :  deicribe  the  man,  of  whom 

His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note ; 

And  paint  his  perfon,  character,  and  views, 

As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 

They  difentangle  from  the  puzzled  fkein, 

In  which  obfcurity  has  wrapp'd  them  up, 

The  threads  of  politic  and  Ihrewd  defign, 

That  ran  through  all  his  purpofes,  and  charge 

His  mind  with  meanings  that/he  never  had, 

Or,  having,  kept  conceal'd./  Some  drill  and  bore 

The  folid  earth,  and  from  the  ftrata  there 

Extract  a  regiller,  by  which  we  learn, 

That  he  who  made  it,  and  reveal'd  its  date 

To  Mofes,  was  miftaken  in  its  age. 

Some,  more  acute,  and  more  induftrious  flill. 

Contrive  creation  j  travel  nature  up 
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To  the  fliarp  peak  of  her  fublimeft  height, 
And  tell  us  whence  the  ftars ;  why  fome  are  fix'd, 
And  planetary  fome  5  what  gave  them  firft 
Rotation,  from  what  fountain  flow'd  their  light. 
Great  conteft  follows,  and  much  learned  duft 
Involves  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  truth, 
And  truth  difclaiming  both .     And  thratheyjpend 
The  little  wick  of  life's  poor  (hallow  lamp, 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 
To  diilant  worlds,  and  trifling  in  their  own. 
Is't  not  a  pity  now,  that  tickling  rheums 
Should  ever  teafe  the  lungs  and  blear  the  fight 
Of  oracles  like  thefe  ?  Great  pity  too, 
That,  having  wielded  th'  elements,  and  built 
A  thoufand  fyftems,  each  in  his  own  way, 
They  ihould  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Ah !  what  is  life  thus  fpent  ?  and  what  are  they 
But  frantic  who  thus  fpend  it  ?  all  for  fmoke — 
Eternity  for  bubbles,  proves  at  laft 
A  fenfelefs  bargain.     When  I  fee  fuch  games 
Play'd  by  the  creatures  of  a  pow'r  who  fwears 
That  he  will  judge  the  earth,  and  call  the  fool 
To  a  fliarp  reck'ning  that  has  liv'd  in  vain ; 
And  when  I  weigh  this  feeming  wifdom  well, 
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And  prove  it  in  th'  infallible  refult 

So  hollow  and  fo  falfe — I  feel  my  heart 

Diflblve  in  pity,  and  account  the  learn'd, 

If  this  be  learning,  moft  of  all  deceiv'd. 

Great  crimes  alarm  the  confcience,  but  it  fleeps 

While  thoughtful  man  is  plaufibly  amus'd. 

Defend  me,  therefore,  common  fenfe,  fay  I, 

From  reveries  fo  airy,  from  the  toil 

Of  dj;p^ingJbjuck£tsJato  finiptj^wells, 

And  growing  old  iu  drawing  nothing  up ' 

'Twere  well,  fays  one  fage  erudite,  profound, 
Terribly  arch'd  and  aquiline  his  nofe, 
And  overbuilt  with  moft  impending  brows, 
Twere  well,  could  you  permit  the  world  to  live 
As  the  world  pleafes.   What's  the  world  to  you?— 
Much.     I  was  born  of  woman,  and  drew  milk, 
As  fweet  as  chanty,  from  human  breafts. 
I  think,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep, 
And  exercife  all  functions  of  a  man. 
How  then  fhould  I  and  any  man  that  lives 
Be  ftrangers  to  each  other?  Pierce  my  vein, 
Take  of  the  crimfon  ftream  meand'ring  there, 
And  catechife  it  well ;  apply  thy  glafs, 
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Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own  :  and,  if  it  be, 
What  edge  of  fubtlety  canft  thou  fuppofe 
Keen  enough,  wife  and  fkilful  as  thou  art, 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind  ? 
True  j  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confefs, 
In  arts  like  year's.     I  cannot  call  the  fwift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds, 
And  bid  them  hide  themfelves  in  earth  beneath j 
I  cannot  analyfe  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  luminous  point, 
That  feems  half  quench'd  in  the  immenfe  abyfs : 
Such  pow'rs  I  boaft  not — neither  can  I  reft 
A  filent  witnefs  of  the  headlong  rage 
Or  beedlefs  folly  by  which  thoufands  die, 
Bone  of  my  bone,  and  kindred  fouls  to  mine. 

.  God  never  mean  t  that  man  ihoul  d  fcale  the  heav'ns 
By  ftrides  of  human  wifdom.     In  his  works, 
Though  wondrous,  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  feek  him  rather,  where  his  mercy  iliines. 
The  mind  indeed,  enlighten'd  from  above, 
Views  him  in  all ;  afcribes  to  the  grand  caufe 
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The  grand  effeft ;  acknowledges  with  joy 

His  manner,  and  with  rapture  taftes  his  ftyle. 

But  never  yet  did  philofophic  tube, 

That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 

Of  obfervation,  and  difcovers,  elfe 

Not  vifible,  his  family  of  worlds, 

T")ifcover  him  that  rules  them  j  fuch  a  veil 

H  uigs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth, 

And  dark  in  things  divine.     Full  often,  too, 

Our  wayward  intellect,  the  more  we  learn 

Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more ; 

From  inftrumental  caufes  proud  to  draw 

Conclufions  retrograde,  and  mad  miftake. 

But  if  his  word  once  teach  us,  moot  a  ray 

Through  all  the  heart's  dark  chambers,  and  reveal 

Truths  undifcern'd  but  by  that  holy  light, 

Then  all  is  plain.     Philofophy,  baptiz'd 

In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love, 

Has  eyes  indeed  j  and,  viewing  all  (he  fees 

As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man, 

Gives  him  his  praife,  and  forfeits  not  her  own. 

Learning  has  born  luch  fruit  in  other  days 

Ou  all  her  branches  :  piety  has  found 

Friends  in  the  friends  of  fciencc,  and  true  pray'r 
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Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  with  Caftalian  dews. 
Such  was  thy  wifdom,  Newton,  childlike  fage  ' 
Sagacious  reader  of  the  works  of  God, 
And  in  his  word  fagacious.     Such  too  thine, 
Milton,  whofe  genius  had  angelic  wings, 
And  fed  on  manna  !  And  fuch  thine,  in  whom 
Our  Britifh  Themis  gloried  with  juft  caufe, 
Immortal  Hale  !  for  deep  difcernment  prais'd 
And  found  integrity,  not  more  than  fam'd 
For  fan£tity  of  manners  undehTd. 

All  flefh  is  grafs,  and  all  its  glory  fades 
Like  the  fair  flow'r  difhevell'd  in  the  wind ; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream  : 
The  man  we  celebrate  muft  find  a  tomb, 
And  we  that  worfhip  him  ignoble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  againft  the  geri'ral  curie 
Of  vanity,  that  feizes  all  below. 
The  only  aramanthine  flow'r  on  earth 
Is  virtue;  th' only  lafting  treafure,  truth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  'twas  Pilate's  queftion,  put 
To  Truth  itfelf,  that  deign'd  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore  ?  will  not  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  aik  it  ? — Freely— 'tis  his  joy, 
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His  glory,  and  his  nature,  to  impart. 

But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  infincere, 

Or  negligent,  inquirer  not  a  fpark.  _. 

What's  that  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 

And  him  who  writes  it;  though  the  ftyle  be  neat, 

The  method  clear,  and  argument  exact  ? 

That  makes  a  minifter  in  holy  things 

The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more, 

His  name  a  theme  for  praife  and  for  reproach  r— 

That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God's  account,    7 

Depreciates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  ? 

What  pearl  is  it  that  rich  men  cannot  buy, 

That  learning  is  too  proud  to  gather  up ; 

But  which  the  poor,  and  the  defpis'd  of  all, 

Seek  and  obtain,  and  often  find  unfought ? 

Tell  me — and  I  will  tell  thee  what  is  truth.  < 

O,  friendly  to  the  befl.  purfuits  of  man, 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace, 
Dome  flic  life  in  rural  k-ilurc  pals'd ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  tafte  thy  fwcets  j 
Though  many  boa  ft  thy  favours,  and  a  (feel: 
To  underltand  and  choofe  thee  for  their  own. 
But  foolilh  man  foregoes  his  proper  bills, 
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Ev'n  as  his  firft  progenitor,  and  quits, 
Though  placed  in  paradife,  (for  earth  has  ftill 
Some  traces  of  her  youthful  beauty  left) 
Subftantial  happinefs  for  tranfient  joy. 
Scenes  form'd  for  contemplation,  and  to  nurfc 
The  growing  feeds  of  wifdom ;  that  fuggeft, 
By  ev'ry  pleafing  image  they  prefent, 
Reflections  fuch  as  meliorate  the  heart, 
Compofe  the  paflions,  and  exalt  the  mind  j 
Srenes  fuch  as  thefe  'tis  his  fupreme  delight 
To  fill  with  riot,  and  defile  with  blood. 
Should  fome  contagion,  kind  to  the  poor  brutes 
We  perfecute,  annihilate  the  tribes 
That  draw  the  fportfman  over  hill  and  dale, 
Fcarlefs,  and  rapt  away  from  all  his  cares ; 
Should  never  game-fowl  hatch  her  eggs  again, 
Nor  baited  hook  deceive  the  fifh's  eye; 
Could  pageantry  and  dance,  arid  feaft  and  fong, 
Ee  quell'd  in  all  our  fummer-months'  retreat; 
How  many  felf-deluded  nymphs  and  fvvains, 
Who  dream  they  have  a  tafte  for  fields  and  groves, 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurs'rits  of  the  fpleen, 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  for  the  town  ! 
They  love  the  country,  and  none  elfe,  who  feek 
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For  their  own  fake  its  filcnce  and  its  ihade. 
Delights  which  \vfto  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Sufceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultur'd  and  capable,  of  fober  thought, 
For  all  the  favage  din  of  the  fwift  pack, 
And  clamours  of  the  field  ? — Detefted  fport, 
That  owes  its  pleafures  to  another's  pain  ; 
That  feeds  upon  the  fobs  and  dying  fhrieks 
Of  harmlefs  nature,  dumb,  but  yet  endu'd 
With  eloquence,  that  agonies  infpire, 
Of  filent  tears  and  heart -diftending  fighs  ? 
Vain  tears,  alas,  and  fighs,  that  never  find 
A  correfponding  tone  in  jovial  fouls  ! 
Well — one  at  lead  is  fafe.     One  flielter'd  hare 
Has  never  heard  the  fanguinary  yell 
Of  cruel  man,  exulting  in  her  woes. 
Innocent  partner  of  my  peaceful  home, 
Whom  ten  long  years'  experience  of  my  care 
Has  made  at  laft  familiar ;  fhe  has  loft 
Much  of  her  vigilant  inftinctive  dread, 
Not  needful  here,  beneath  a  roof  like  mine. 
Yes— thou  may'ft  eat  thy  bread,  and  lick  the  hand 
That  feeds  theej  thou  may'ft  frolic  on  the  floor 
At  evening,  and  at  night  retire  fecure 
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To  thy  ftraw  couch,  and  {lumber  unalarm'd  ; 
For  I  have  gain'd  thy  confidence,  have  pledg'd 
All  that  is  human  in  me  to  protect 
Thine  unfufpeding  gratitude  and  love. 
If  I  furvive  thee  I  will  dig  thy  grave  ; 
And,  when  I  place  thee  in  it,  fighing,  fay, 
I  knew  at  leaft  one  hare  that  had  a  friend. 


How  various  his  employments,  whom  the 
Calls  idle  ;  and  who  juftly,  in  return, 
Etleems  that  bufy  world  an  idler  too  ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen, 
Delightful  induftry  enjoy'd  at  home, 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Drefs'd  to  his  tafte,  inviting  him  abroad  — 
Can  he  want  occupation  who  has  thefe  ? 
Will  he  be  idle  who  has  much  t'  enjoy  ? 
Me,  therefore,  ftudious  of  laborious  eafe, 
Not  flothful  ;  happy  to  deceive  the  time, 
Not  wafte  it  ;  and  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  ufe, 
When  He  fhall  call  his  debtors  to  account 
From  whom  are  all  our  bleffings  ;  bus'nefs  finds 
Ev'n  here  :  while  fedulous  I  feck  t'  improve, 
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At  lead  negletSt  not,  or  leave  unemploy'd, 

The  mind  he  gave  me;  driving  it,  though  llack 

Too  oft,  and  much  impeded  in  its  work 

By  caufes  not  to  be  divulg'd  in  vain, 

To  its  jult  point — the  fervice  of  mankind. 

He  that  attends  to  his  interior  fclf, 

That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it;  has  a  mind 

That  hungers,  and  fupplies  it ;  and  who  feeks 

A  foci;il,  not  a  dillipatr.d  life; 

Has  bufinefs;  feels  himfelf  engag'd  t'  achieve 

No  unimportant,  thoughji  filent,  talk. 

A  life  all  turbulence  and  noife  may  feem, 

To  him  that  leads  it,  wife,  and  to  be  prais'd ; 

But  wifdom  is  a  pearl  with  moll  fuccefs 

Sought  in  ftill  water,  and  beneath  clear  Ikies. 

He  that  is  ever  occupied  in  ftorms, 

Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  inftead, 

Vainly  induftrious,  a  difgraceful  prize. 

The  morning  finds  the  felf-fctjiicficr'd  man 
Frefh  for  his  talk,  intend  what  talk  he  may. 
Whether  inclement  feafons  recommend 
His  warm  but  limple  home,  where  he  enjoys, 
With  her  who  (hares  his  pleafures  and  his  heart, 
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Sweet  converfe,  fipping  calm  the  fragrant  lymph 

Which  neatly  fhe  prepares ;  then  to  his  book, 

Well  chofen,  and  not  fullenly  perus'd 

In  felnlh  filence,  but  imparted  oft 

As  aught  occurs  that  fhe  may  fmile  to  hear, 

Or  turn  to  nourilhment,  digefted  well. 

Or,  if  the  garden  with  its  many  cares, 

All  well  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 

The  welcome  call,  confcious  how  much  the  hand 

Of  lubbard  labour  needs  his  watchful  eye, 

Oft  loit'ring  lazily,  if  not  o'erfeen, 

Or  mifapplying  his  unikiiful  ftrength.    } 

Nor  does  he  govern  only  or  dire6t, 

But  much  performs  himfelf.     No  works  indeed 

That  afk  robuft  tough  linews,  bred  to  toil, 

Servile  employ ;  but  fuch  as  may  amufe, 

Not  tire,  demanding  rather  fldll  than  force. 

Proud  of  his  well-fpread  walls,  he  views  hElre," 

That  meet  (no  barren  interval  between) 

With  pleafure  more  than  ev'n  their  fruits  afford, 

Which-,  fave  himfelf  who  trains  them  none  can  feel: 

Thefe,  therefore,  are  his  own  peculiar  charge; 

No  meaner  hand  may  difcipline  the  moots, 

None  but  his  Heel  approach  them.    What  is  weak, 
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Diftemper'd,  or  has  loft  prolific  pow'rs, 
Impair'd  by  age,  his  unrelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  the  knife :  nor  does  he  fpare  the  foft 
And  fucculent,  that  feeds  its  giant  growth, 
But  barren,  at  th'  expence  of  neighb'ring  twigs 
I.efs  oftentatious,  and  yet  ftudded  thick 
With  hopeful  gems.     The  reft,  no  portion  left 
That  may  difgrace  his  art,  or  difappoint 
Large  expectation,  he  difpofes  neat 
At  meafur'd  diftances,  that  air  and  fun, 
Admitted  freely,  may  afford  their  aid, 
And  ventilate  and  warm  the  fuelling  buds. 
Hence  fummer  has  her  riches,  autumn  hence, 
Andjiencc  t-v'n  winter  nils  his  wither'd  hand 
With  blufhing  fruits,  and  plenty,  not  his  own  *. 
Fair  recompenfe  of  labour  well  beftow'd, 
And  wife  precaution}  which  a  clime  fo  rude 
Makes  needful  ftill,  whole  fpring  is  but  the  child 
Of  churlifh  winter,  in  her  froward  moods 
Difcov'ring  much  the  temper  of  her  fire. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  ftream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  revers'd  its  courfe, 

*& 

*  Miraturquc  novos  fruflus  et  non  fua  poma,     VIRO.    •* 
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She  brings  her  infants  forth  with  many  fmiles ; 
But,  once  deliver'd,  kills  them  with  a  frown. 
He,  therefore,  timely  warn'd,  himfelf  fupplies 
Her  want  of  care,  fcreening  and  keeping  warm 
The  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  blafl  mayXweep 
His  garlands  from  the  boughs.     Again,  as  oft 
As  the  fun  peeps  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild, 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev'ry  beam, 
And  fpreads  his  hopes  before  the  blaze  of  day, 

To  raife  the  prickly  and  green -coated  gourd, 
So  grateful  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  elfe  bafe  and  difefteem'd — 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  juft  matur'd, 
And  at  this  moment  unafiay'd  in  fong. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and  mice,  long  fince, 
Their  eulogy;  thofe  fang  the  Mantuan  bard, 
And  thefe  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  itrains ; 
And  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  fhines  for  aye 
The  folitary  (hilling.     Pardon  then, 
Ye  fage  difpenfers  of  poetic  fame, 
Th'  ambition  of  one,  meaner  far,  whofe  pow'rs, 
Prefuming  an  attempt  not  lefs  fublime, 
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Pant  for  the  praife  of  dreffing  to  the  tafte 

Of  critic  appetite,  no  fordid  fare, 

A  cucumber,  while  coftly  yet  and  fcarce. 

The  ftable  yields  a  ftercoraceous  heap, 
Impregnated  with  quick  fermenting  falts, 
And  potent  to  refift  the  freezing  blaft  : 
For,  ere  the  beech  and  elm  have  caft  their  Ira 
Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 
Checks  vegetation  in  the  torpid  plant 
Expos'd  to  his  cold  breath,  the  talk  begin-;. 
Warily,  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed, 
He  feeks  a  favour'd  fpot;  that  where  he  builds 
Th'  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 
The  fun's  meridian  difk,  and  at  the  back 
Enjoy  clofe  (helter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.     Firft  he  bids  fpread 
Dry  fern  or  litter'd  hay,  that  may  imbibe 
Th'  afcending  damps  ;  then  leifurely  impofe, 
And  lightly,  fhaking  it  with  agile  hand 
From  the  full  fork,  the  faturated  firaw. 
What  longeft  binds  the  clofeil  forms  fecure 
The  (hapely  fide,  that  as  it  rifes  takes, 
By  juft  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 
H  2 
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Shelf  ring  the  bafe  with  its  proje&ed  eaves  : 
Th'  uplifted  frame,  compacl.  at  ev'ry  joint, 
And  overlaid  with  clear  tranflucent  glafs, 
He  fettles  next  upon  the  floping  mount, 
Whofe  fharp  declivity  {hoots  off  fecure 
From  the  dauYd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  falls. 
He  (huts  it  clofe,  and  the  firft  labour  ends. 
Thrice  muft  the  voluble  and  reftlefs  earth 
Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmth, 
Slow  gathering  in  the  mi  dft,  through  thefquaremafs 
Diffus'd,  attain  the  furface  :  when,  behold  ! 
A  peflilent  and  moft  corrofive  fteam, 
Like  a  grofs  fog  Boeotian,  rifing  faft, 
And  faft  condens'd  upon  the  dewy  fafli, 
Aflis  egrefs ;  which  obtain'd,  the  overcharg'd 
And  drench'd  conlervatory  breathes  abroad, 
In  volumes  wheeling  flow,  the  vapour  dank  j 
And,  purified,  rejoices  to  have  loft 
Its  foul  inhabitant.     But  to  alTuage 
Th'  impatient  fervour  which  it  firft  conceives 
Within  its  reeking  bofom,  threat'ning  death 
To  his  young  hopes,  requires  difcreet  delay. 
Experience,  flow  preceptrefs,  teaching  oft 
The  way  to  glory  by  mifcarriage  foul, 
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Muft  prompt  him,  and  admonilh  how  to  catch 

Th'  aufpicious  moment,  when  the  temper'd  heat, 

Friendly  to  vital  motion,  may  afford 

Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  feed. 

The  feed,  felected  wifely,  plump,  and  fmooth, 

And  gloffy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  fize 

Diminutive,  well  rlll'd  with  well-prepar'd 

And  fruitful  foil,  that  has  been  treafur'd  long, 

And  drank  no  moifture  from  the  dripping  clouds: 

Thefe  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 

The  fmoking  manure  and  o'erfpreads  it  all, 

He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  fubdues 

The  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 

In  the  foft  medium,  till  they  ftand  immers'd. 

Then  rife  the  tender  germs,  upftarting  quick, 

And  fpreading  wide  their  fpongy  lobes ;  at  firft 

Pale,  wan,  and  livid  j  but  arTuming  loon, 

If  fann'd  by  balmy  and  nutritious  air, 

Strain'd  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  green. 

Two  leaves  produc'd,  two  rough  indented  leaves, 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  fecond  ftalk 

A  pimple,  that  portends  a  future  fprout, 

And  interdicts  its  growth.  Thence  ftraight  fucceed 

The  branches,  iturdy  to  Ins  utmoft  wifli ; 
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Prolific  all,  and  harbingers  of  more. 
The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  now, 
And  tranfplantadon  in  an  ampler  fpace. 
Indulg'd  in  what  they  wim,  they  foon  fupply 
Large  foliage,  overfhadowing  golden  flow'rs, 
Blown  on  the  fummit  of  th'  apparent  fruit. 
Thefe  have  their  fexes;  and,  when  fnmmer  fliines, 
The  bee  tranfports  the  fertilizing  meal 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  and  ev'n  the  breathing  air 
Wafts  the  rich  prize  to  its  appointed  ufe. 
Not  fo  when  winter  fcowls.     Afliflant  art 
Then  aclis  in  nature's  office,  brings  to  pafs 
The  glad  efpoufals,  and  eniures  the  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich,  (fince  luxury  muft  have 
His  dainties,  and  the  world's  more  num'rous  half 
lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you; 
Grudge  not  the  coft.     Ye  little  know  the  cares, 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  (kill, 
That  day  and  night  are  exercis'd,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklim  balance  of  fufpenfe, 
That  ye  may  garnifli  your  prcfufe  regales 
With  fummer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wintry  funs. 
Ten  thoufand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
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The  procefs.     Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  fleam, 
Moiilure  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  fwarming 

flies, 

Minute  as  duft,  and  numberlefs,  oft  work 
Dire  difappointment,  that  admits  no  cure, 
And  which  no  care  can  obviate.     It  were  long, 
Too  long,  to  tell  th'  expedients  and  the  fhifts 
Which  he  that  fights  a  feafon  fo  fevere 
Devifes,  while  he  guards  his  tender  truft ; 
And  oft,  at  laft,  in  vain.     The  learn'd  and  wife 
Sarcaftic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  fong 
Cold  as  its  theme,  and,  like  its  theme,  the  fruit 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthlefs  when  produc'd. 

Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  green-houfe  too. 
Unconfcious  of  a  lefs  propitious  clime, 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  fnug, 
While  the  winds  whittle  and  the  fnows  defcend. 
The  fpiry  myrtle  with  unwith'ring  leaf 
Shines  there,  and  flouriihes.     The  golden  boaft 
Of  Portugal  and  weftern  India  there, 
The  ruddier  orange,  and  the  paler  lime, 
Peep  through  their  polilh'd  foliage  at  the  ftorm, 
And  feem  to  Anile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
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Th'  amomum  there  with  intermingling  flow'rs 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.     Geranium  bean's 
Her  crimfon  honours,  and  the  fpangled  beau, 
Ficoides,  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 
All  plants,  of  ev'ry  leaf,  that  can  endure 
The  winter's  frown, if  fcreen'd  from  his  fhrewd  bite, 
Live  there,  and  profper.     Thofe  Aufonia  claims, 
Levantine  regions  thefej  th'  Azores  fend 
Their  jeflamine,  her  jeflamine  remote 
Caffraia  :  foreigners  from  many  lands, 
They  form  one  focial  made,  as  if  conven'd 
By  magic  fummons  of  th'  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  jnft  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pafs 
But  by  a  mailer's  hand,  difpofing  well 
The  gay  diverfities  of  leaf  and  flow'r, 
Muft  lend  its  aid  t'  illuftrate  all  their  charms, 
And  drefs  the  regular  yet  various  fcene. 
Plant  behind  plant  afpiring,  in  the  van 
The  dwarfifh,  in  the  rear  retir'd,  but  ftill 
Sublime  above  the  reft,  the  ftatelier  fiand. 
So  once  were  rang'd  the  fons  of  ancient  Rome, 
A  noble  mow !  while  Rofcius  trod  the  ftage  j* 
And  fo,  while  Garrick,  as  renown'd  as  he, 
The  fons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lofe 
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Some  note  of  Nature's  mufic  from  his  lips, 
And  covetous  of  Shakefpeare's  beauty,  feen 
In  ev'ry  flafli  of  his  far-beaming  eye. 
Nor  tafte  alone  and  well-contriv'd  difplay 
Suffice  to  give  the  marlhall'd  ranks  the  grace 
Of  their  complete  effect.     Much  yet  remains 
Unfung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  behind, 
And  more  laborious  j  cares  on  which  depend 
Their  vigour,  injur'd  foon,  not  foon  reftor'd. 
The  foil  muft  be  renew 'd,  which,  often  wafli'd, 
Lofes  its  treafure  of  falubrious  falts, 
And  difappoints  the  roots ;  the  (lender  roots 
Clofe  interwoven,  where  they  meet  the  vafe, 
Muft  fmooth  be  fhorn  away;  the  faplefs  branch 
Muft  fly  before  the  knife  j  the  wither'd  leaf 
Muft  be  detach'd,  and  where  it  ftrews  the  floor 
Swept  with  a  woman's  neatnefs,  breeding  elfe 
Contagion,  and  difieminating  death. 
Difcharge  but  thefe  kind  offices,  (and  who 
Would  fpare,  that  loves  them,  offices  like  thefe  ?) 
Well  they  reward  the  toil.     The  fight  is  pleas'd, 
The  fcent  regal'd,  each  odorif'rous  leaf, 
Each  op'ning  bloflbm,  freely  breathes  abroad 
Its  gratitude,  and  thanks  him  with  its  fweets. 
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So  manifold,  all  pleating  in  their  kind, 
All  healthful,  are  th'  employs  of  rural  life, 
Reiterated  as  the  wheel  of  time 
Runs  round  j  ftill  ending,  and  beginning  flill. 
Nor  are  thefe  all.    To  deck  the  fhapely  knoll, 
That,  foftly  fwell'd  and  gaily  drefs'd,  appears 
A  flow'ry  ifland,  from  the  dark  green  lawn 
Emerging,  mult  be  deem'd  a  labour  due 
To  no  mean  hand,  and  aiks  the  touch  of  tafte. 
Here  alfo  grateful  mixture  of  well-match'd 
And  forted  hues  (each  giving  each  relief, 
And  by  contrafted  beauty  fhining  more) 
Isneedful.  Strength  may  wield  the  pond'rous  fpade, 
May  turn  the  clod,  and  wheel  the  compoft  home ; 
But  elegance,  chief  grace  the  garden  mows, 
And  moft  attractive,  is  the  fair  refult 
Of  thought,  the  creature  of  a  polim'd  mind. 
Without  it  all  is  gothic  as  the  fcene 
To  which  th'  iniipid  citizen  reforts 
Near  yonder  heath ;  where  induflry  mifpent, 
But  proud  of  his  uncouth  ill-chofen  talk, 
Has  made  a  heav'n  on  earth ;  with  funs  and  moons 
Of  clofe-ramm'd  ftones  has  charg'd  th'  encumber'd 
foil, 
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And  fairly  laid  the  zodiac  in  the  duft. 

He,  therefore,  who  would  fee  his  flow'rs  difpos'd 

Sightly  and  in  juft  order,  ere  he  gives 

The  beds  the  trutted  treafure  of  their  feeds, 

Forecafts  the  future  whole ;  that,  when  the  fcenc 

Shall  break  into  its  preconceiv'd  difplay, 

Each  for  itfelf,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 

Confpiring,  may  atteft  his  bright  defign. 

Nor  even  then,  difmiffing  as  perform 'd 

His  pleafant  work,  may  he  fuppofe  it  done. 

Few  felf  fupported  flow'rs  endure  the  wind 

Uninjur'd,  but  expect  th'  upholding  aid 

Of  the  fmooth- (haven  prop,  and,  neatly  tied, 

Are  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age, 

For  int'reft  fake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 

Some  clothe  the  foil  that  feeds  them,  far  diffus'd 

And  lowly  creeping,  modeft  and  yet  fair, 

Like  virtue,  thriving  moft  where  little  feen  : 

Some,  more  afpiring,  catch  the  neighbour  fhrub 

With  clafping  tendrils,  and  inveft  his  branch, 

Elfe  unadorn'd,  with  many  a  gay  feftoon 

And  fragrant  chaplet,  recompenfing  well 

The  ftrength  they  borrow  with  the  grace  they  lend. 

All  hate  the  rank  fociety  of  weeds, 
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Noilbme,  and  ever  greedy  to  exhauft 
Th'  impov'rifli'd  earth ;  an  overbearing  race, 
That,  like  the  multitude  made  faction -mad, 
Difturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

Oh,  bleft  feclufion  from  a  jarring  world, 
Which  he,  thus  occupied,  enjoys  !    Retreat 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  man  reftore 
Loft  innocence,  or  cancel  follies  paft; 
But  it  has  peace,  and  much  fecures  the  mind 
From  all  aflaults  of  evil;  proving  ftill 
A  faithful  barrier,  not  o'erleap'd  with  eafe 
By  vicious  cuftom,  raging  uncontroll'd 
Abroad,  and  defolating  public  life. 
When  fierce  temptation,  feconded  within 
By  traitor  appetite,  and  arm'd  with  darts 
Temper'd  in  hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breaft, 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  fuccefs 
Perhaps  may  crown  us ;  but  to  fly  is  fafe. 
Had  I  the  choice  of  iublunary  good, 
What  could  I  wifh  that  I  poflefs  not  here  ? 
Health,  leifure,  means  t'  improve  it,  friendfhip, 

peace, 
No  loofe  or  wanton,  though  a  wand'ring,  mufe, 
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And  conftant  occupation  without  care. 

Thus  bleft,  I  draw  a  picture  of  that  blifs; 

Hopelefs,  indeed,  that  diflipated  minds, 

And  profligate  abufers  of  a  world 

Created  fair  fo  much  in  vain  for  them, 

Should  feek  the  guiltlefs  joys  that  I  defcribe, 

Allur'd  by  my  report :  but  fure  no  lefs, 

That,  felf-condemn'd,  theymuft  neglect  the  prize, 

And  what  they  will  not  tafte  muft  yet  approve. 

What  we  admire  we  praifej  and,  when  we  praile, 

Advance  it  into  notice,  that,  its  worth 

Acknowledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  too. 

I  therefore  recommend,  though  at  the  rilk 

Of  popular  difguft,  yet  boldly  ftill, 

The  caufe  of  piety  and  facred  truth, 

And  virtue,  and  thofe  fcenes  which  God  ordain'd 

Should  bed  fecure  them  and  promote  them  molt; 

Scenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive 

Forfaken,  or  through  folly  not  enjoy 'd. 

Pure  is  the  nymph,  though  lib'ral  of  her  fmilcs, 

And  chafte,  though  unconfin'd,  whom  I  extol. 

Not  as  the  prince  in  Shuflian,  when  he  call'd, 

Vain-glorious  of  her  charms,  his  Valhli  forth 

To  grace  the  full  pavilion.     His  dcligu 
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Was  but  to  boaft  bis  own  peculiar  good, 
Which  all  might  view  with  envy,  none  partake. 
My  charmer  is  not  mine  alone  j  my  fweets, 
And  flie  that  fweetens  all  my  bitters  too, 
Nature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whofe  form 
And  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand 
That  errs  not,  and  find  raptures  ftill  renewed, 
Is  free  to  all  men — univerfal  prize. 
Strange  that  fo  fair  a  creature  mould  yet  want 
Admirers,  and  be  deftin'd  to  divide 
With  meaner  objects  ev'n  the  few  ihe  finds  ! 
Stripp'd  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  flow'rs, 
She  lofes  all  her  influence.     Cities  then 
Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines, 
Abandon'd,  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 
But  are  not  wholefome  airs,  though  unperfum'd 
By  rofesj  and  clear  funs,  though  fcarcely  felt ; 
And  groves,  if  unharmonious,  yet  fecure 
From  clamour,  and  whofe  very  filence  charms  j 
To  be  preferr'd  to  fmoke,  to  the  eclipfe 
That  Metropolitan  volcanos  make, 
Whofe  Stygian  throats  breathe  darknefs  all  day 
long; 

And  to  the  ftir  of  commerce,  driving  flow, 
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And  thund'ring  loud,  with  his  ten  thoufand  wheels? 

They  would  be,  were  not  madnefs  in  the  head, 

And  folly  in  the  heart ;  were  England  now 

What  England  was;  plain,  hofpitable,  kind, 

And  uridebauch'd.     But  we  have  bid  farewell 

To  all  the  virtues  of  thofe  better  days, 

And  all  their  honeft  pleafures.     Manfions  once 

Knew  their  own  matters ;  and  laborious  hinds, 

Who  had  furviv'd  the  father,  ferv'd  the  fon. 

Now  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 

Is  but  a  tranfient  gueft,  newly  arriv'd, 

And  foon  to  be  fupplanted.     He  that  faw 

His  patrimonial  timber  caft  its  leaf, 

Sells  the  laft  fcantling,  and  transfers  the  piice 

To  fome  flirewd  fliarper,  ere  it  buds  again. 

Ettates  are  landfcapes,  gaz'd  upon  a  while, 

Then  advertis'd,  and  auctioneer' d  away. 

The.  country  flarves,  and  they  that  feed  th'  o'er- 

charg'd 

And  furfeited  lewd  town  with  her  fair  dues, 
By  a  juft  judgment  ftrip  and  ftarve  themfelves. 
The  wings  that  waft  our  riches  out  of  light 
Grow  on  the  gamefter's  elbows ;  and  th'  alert 
And  nimble  motion  of  thofe  refllefs  joints, 
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That  never  tire,  foon  fans  them  all  away. 
Improvement  too,  the  idol  of  the  age, 
Is  fed  with  many  a  victim.     Lo,  he  comes  ! 
Th'  omnipotent  magician,  Brown,  appears ! 
Down  falls  the  venerable  pile,  th'  abode 
Of  our  forefathers — a  grave  whifker'd  race, 
But  taftelefs.     Springs  a  palace  in  its  ftead, 
But  in  a  diftant  fpot ;  where,  more  expos' d, 
It  may  enjoy  th'  advantage  of  the  north, 
And  aguifh  eaft,  till  time  ftiall  have  transform'd 
Thofe  naked  acres  to  a  fhelt'ring  grove. 
He  fpeaks.    The  lake  in  front  becomes  a  lawn ; 
Woods  vanifh,  hills  fubfide,  and  vallies  rife  : 
And  ftreams,  as  if  created  for  his  ufe, 
Purfue  the  track  of  his  directing  wand, 
Sinuous  or  ftraight,  now  rapid  and  now  flow, 
Now  murm'ring  foft,  now  roaring  in  cafcades — 
Ev'n  as  he  bids !  Th'  enraptur'd  owner  fmiles. 
Tis  finifh'd,  and  yet,  finifh'd  as  it  feems, 
Still  wants  a  grace,  the  lovelieft  it  could  mow, 
A  mine  to  fatisfy  th'  enormous  coft. 
Drain'd  to  the  laft  poor  item  of  his  wealth, 
He  fighs,  departs,  and  leaves  th'  accomplifh'd  plan 
That  he  has  touch'd,  retouch'd,  many  a  long  day 
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Labour'd,  and  many  a  night  purfu'd  in  dreams, 
Juft  when  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the  heav'n 
He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  enjoy! 
And  now  perhaps  the  glorious  hour  is  come, 
When,  having  no  flake  left,  no  pledge  t'  endear 
Her  int'refts,  or  that  gives  her  facred  caufe 
A  moment's  operation  on  his  love, 
He  burns  with  mod  intenfe  and  flagrant  zeal 
To  ferve  his  country.     Ministerial  grace 
Deals  him  out  money  from  the  public  cheft  j 
Or,  if  that  mine  be  fliut,  fome  private  purfe 
Supplies  his  need  with  an  ufurions  loan, 
To  be  refunded  duly  when  his  vote, 
Well-manag'd,  (hall  have  earn'd  its  worthy  pricr. 
Oh  innocent,  compar'd  with  arts  like  thefe, 
Crape,  and  cock'd  piftol,  and  the  whittling  ball 
Sent  through  the  traveler's  temples  !  He  that  finds 
One  drop  of  heav'n's  fweet  mercy  in  his  cup, 
Can  dig,  beg,  rot,  and  perilh,  well  content, 
So  he  may  wrap  himfelf  in  honeft  rags 
At  his  laft  gafp ;  but  could  not  for  a  world 
Fifh  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 
From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealth, 
Sordid  and  fick'ning  at  his  own  fuc eel's. 

VOL.    II.  I 
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Ambition,  av'rice,  penury  incurred 
By  endlefs  riot,  vanity,  the  luft 
Of  pleafure  and  variety,  difpatch, 
As  duly  as  the  fwallows  difappear, 
The  world  of  wand'ring  knights  and  fquires  to  town. 
London  ingulphs  them  all !  The  tfiark  is  there, 
And  the  fhark's  prey;  the  fpendthrift,  and  the  leech 
That  fucks  him.     There  the  fycophant,  and  he 
Who,  with  bare-headed  and  obfequious  bows, 
Eegs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  cold  jail 
And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  patron  frown. 
The  levee  fwarms,  as  if,  in  golden  pomp, 
Were  chara&er'd  on  ev'ry  ftatefman's  door, 
"  BATTER'D  AND  BANKRUPT  FORTUNES  MENDED 

"  HERE." 

Thefe  are  the  charms  that  fully  and  eclipfe 
The  charms  of  nature.     Tis  the  cruel  gripe 
That  lean  hard-handed  poverty  inflicts, 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win, 
The  wifh  to  mine,  the  thirft  to  be  amus'd, 
That  at  the  found  of  winter's  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  our  countries  of  fuch  herds 
Of  flutt'ring,  loit'ring,  cringing,  begging,  loofe 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  make  London,  vaft 
And  boundlefs  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 
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Oh  thou,  rcfort  and  mart  of  all  the  earth, 
Chequer'd  with  all  complexions  of  mankind, 
And  fpotted  with  all  crimes ;  in  whom  I  fee 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire, 
And  all  that  I  abhor  j  thou  freckled  fair, 
That  pleafeft  and  yet  mock'ft  me,  I  can  laugh 
And  I  can  weep,  can  hope,  and  can  defpond, 
Feel  wrath  and  pity,  when  T  think  on  thee ! 
Ten  righteous  would  have  fav'd  a  city  once, 
And  thou  haft  many  righteous. — Well  for  thee — 
That  fait  preferves  thee ;  more  corrupted  elfe, 
And  therefore  more  obnoxious,  at  this  hour 
Than  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow'r  to  be, 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abr'am  plead  in  vain. 
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HARK.  !  'tis  the  twanging  horn  o'er  yonder  bridge, 
That  with  its  wearifome  but  needful  length 
Beftrides  the  wintry  flood,  in  which  the  moon 
Sees  her  unwrinkled  face  reflected  bright} — 
He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noify  world, 
With  fpatter'd  boots,  ftrapp'd  waift,  and  frozen 

locks; 

News  from  all  nations  lumb'ring  at  his  back. 
True  to  his  charge,  the  clofe-pack'd  load  behind, 
Yet  carelefs  what  he  brings,  his  one  concern 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  deftin'd  inn  j 
And,  having  dropp'd  th'  expected  bag,  pafs  on. 
He  whittles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wretch, 
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Cold  and  yet  cheerful :  meflenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thoufands,  and  of  joy  to  feme; 
To  him  indiff'rent  whether  grief  or  joy. 
Houfes  in  allies,  and  the  fall  of  flocks, 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  epiftles  wet 
With  tears,  that  trickled  down  the  writer's  cheeks 
Faft  as  the  periods  from  his  fluent  quill, 
Or  charg'd  with  am'rous  fighs  of  abfent  fwams, 
Or  nymphs  refponfive,  equally  affeft 
His  horfe  and  him,  unconfcious  of  them  ail. 
But  oh  th'  important  budget !  uiher'd  in 
With  fuch  heart-lliaking  mufic,  who  can  fay 
What  are  its  tidings  ?  have  our  troops  awak'd  ? 
Or  do  they  ftill,  as  if  with  opium  drugg'd, 
Snore  to  the  murmurs  of  th*  Atlantic  wave  ? 
Is  India  free  ?  and  does  fhe  wear  her  plum'd 
And  jewell'd  turban  with  a  fmile  of  peace, 
Or  do  we  grind  her  ftill  ?   The  grand  debate, 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply, 
The  logic,  and  the  wifdom,  and  the  wit, 
And  the  loud  laugh — I  long  to  know  them  all  5 
I  burn  to  fet  th'  imprifon'd  wranglers  free, 
And  give  them  voice  and  utt'rance  once  again. 
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Now  ftir  the  fire,  and  clofe  the  (butters  faft, 
Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  fofa  round, 
And,  while  the  bubbling  and  loud-hilling  urn 
Throws  up  a  fteamy  column,  and  the  cups, 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each, 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  ev'ning  in. 
Not  fuch  his  ev'ning,  who  with  (Lining  face 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  fqueez'd 
And  bor'dwith  elbow-points  through  both  his  fides, 
Out-fcolds  the  ranting  a£tor  on  the  ftage : 
Nor  bis,  who  patient  ftands  till  his  feet  throb, 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  breath 
Of  patriots,  burfting  with  heroic  rage, 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  fmiles. 
This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  work ! 
Which  not  ev'n  critics  criticife;  that  holds 
Inquilitive  attention,  while  I  read, 
Faft  bound  in  chains  of  (ilence,  which  the  fair, 
Though  eloquent  themfelves,  yet  fear  to  break ; 
What  is  it,  but  a  map  of  bufy  life, 
Its  fluctuations,  and  its  vail  concerns  ? 
Here  runs  the  mountainous  and  craggy  ridge 
That  tempts  ambition.     On  the  fummit  fee 
Tin-  feals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes  j 
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He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grafps  them  !  At  his  heels, 

Clofe  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  afcends, 

And  with  a  dext'rous  jerk  loon  twifts  him  down, 

And  wins  them,  but  to  lofe  them  in  his  turn. 

Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence  in  foft 

Meanders  lubricate  the  courfe  they  take; 

The  modeft  fpeaker  is  aftiam'd  and  griev'd 

T  engrofs  a  moment's  notice,  and  yet  begs, 

Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  thoughts, 

However  trivial  all  that  he  conceives. 

Sweet  baflifulnefs  !  it  claims  at  leaft  this  praife  j 

The  dearth  of  information  and  good  fenfe 

That  it  foretells  us  always  comes  to  pafs. 

Cat'ra&s  of  declamation  thunder  here ; 

'There  forefts  of  no  meaning  fpread  the  page, 

In  which  all  comprehension  wanders,  loft  j 

While  fields  of  pleafantry  amufe  us  there 

With  merry  defcants  on  a  nation's  woes. 

The  reft  appears  a  wildernefs  of  ftrange 

But  gay  confufion ;  rofes  for  the  cheeks, 

And  lilies  for  the  brows  of  faded  age, 

Teeth  for  the  toothlefs,  ringlets  for  the  bald, 

Heav'n,  earth,  and  ocean,  plnnder'd  of  their  fweets,. 

Neftareous  effences,  Olympian  dews, 
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Sermons,  and  city  feafts,  and  fav'rite  airs, 
./Ethereal  journies,  fubmarine  exploits, 
And  Katterfelto,  with  his  hair  on  end 
At  his  own  wonders,  wond  ring  for  his  bread. 

Tis  pleafant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat 
To  peep  at  fuch  a  world  j  to  fee  the  ftir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd; 
To  hear  the  roar  flie  fends  through  all  her  gates 
At  a  fafe  diftance,  where  the  dying  found 
Falls  a  foft  murmur  on  th'  uninjur'd  ear. 
Thus  fitting,  and  furveying  thus  at  eafe 
The  globe  and  its  concerns,  I  feem  advanc'd 
To  fome  fecure  and  more  than  mortal  height, 
That  lib'rates  and  exempts  me  from  them  all. 
It  turns  fubmitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  its  generations  ;  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  ftill.     The  found  of  war 
Has  loft  its  terrors  ere  it  reaches  me; 
Grieves,  but  alarms  me  not.     I  mourn  the  pride 
And  av'rice  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  man ; 
Hear  the  faint  echo  of  thofe  brazen  throats 
By  which  he  fpeaks  the  language  of  his  heart, 
And  figh,  but  nrvrr  tremble  at  the  found. 
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He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 

From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  fo  he  from  land  to  land; 

The  manners,  cuftoms,  policy,  of  all 

Pay  contribution  to  the  ftore  he  gleans ; 

He  fucks  intelligence  in  ev'ry  clime, 

And  fpreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  refearch 

At  his  return — a  rich  repail  for  me. 

He  travels,  and  I  too.     I  tread  his  deck, 

Afcend  his  topmaft,  through  his  peering  eyes 

Difcover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 

Suffer  his  woes,  and  fliare  in  his  efcapes ; 

While  fancy,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock, 

Runs  the  great  circuit,  and  is  ftill  at  home. 

Oh  Winter,  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year, 
Thy  fcatter'd  hair  with  fleet  like  aihes  fill'd, 
Thy  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fring'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  fnows 
Than  thofe  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  clouds, 
A  leaflefs  branch  thy  fceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  Hiding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
But  urg'd  by  ftorms  along  its  flipp'ry  way, 
I  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  feem'ft, 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art !  Thou  hold'fl  the  fun 
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A  pris'ner  in  the  yet  undawning  eaft, 
Short'ning  his  journey  between  morn  and  noon, 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  flay, 
Down  to  the  rofy  weft  j  but  kindly  ftill 
Compenfating  his  lofs  with  added  hours 
Of  focial  converfe  and  inflru&ive  eafe, 
And  gath'ring,  at  (hort  notice,  in  one  group 
The  family  difpers'd,  and  fixing  thought, 
Not  lefs  difpers'd  by  day-light  and  its  cares. 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
Fire-fide  enjoyments,  home-born  happinefs, 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undifturb'd  retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long  uninterrupted  ev'ning,  know. 
No  rattling  wheels  flop  (hort  before  thefe  gates  j 
No  powder'd  pert  proficient  in  the  art 
Of  founding  an  alarm,  aflaults  thefe  doors 
Till  the  ftreet  rings  ;  no  ftatJonary  fleeds 
Congh  their  own  knell,  while,  heedlefsof  the  found, 
The  filent  circle  fan  themfelves,  and  quake : 
But  here  the  needle  plies  its  bufy  tafk, 
The  pattern  grows,  the  well-depiclsd  flow'r, 
"Wrought  patiently  into  the  fnowy  lawn, 
Unfolds  its  bofomj  buds,  and  leaves,  and  fprigs, 
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And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  difpos'd, 

Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fair ; 

A  wreath  that  cannot  fade,  of  flow'rs  that  blow 

With  moft  fuccefs  when  all  befides  decay. 

The  poet's  or  hiftorian's  page,  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th'  amufement  of  the  reftj 

The  fprightly  lyre,  whofe  treafure  of  fweet  founds 

The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  lliakes 

out; 

And  the  clear  voice  fymphonious,  yet  diftinft, 
And  in  the  charming  ttrife  triumphant  ftill ; 
Beguile  the  night,  and  fet  a  keener  edge 
On  female  induftry:  the  threaded  fteel 
Flies  fwiftly,  and,  unfelt,  the  talk  proceeds. 
The  volume  clos'd,  the  cuftomary  rites 
Of  the  laft  meal  commence.     A  Roman  meal  j 
Such  as  the  miftrefs  of  the  world  once  found 
Delicious,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note, 
Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doors, 
And  under  an  old  oak's  domeftic  iliade, 
Enjoy'd — fpare  feaft  ! — a  radifli  and  an  egg  ! 
Difcourfe  enfues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull, 
Nor  fuch  as  with  a  frown  forbids  the  play 
Of  fancy,  or  profcribes  the  found  of  mirth : 
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Nor  do  we  madly,  like  an  impious  world, 
Who  deem  religion  frenzy,  and  the  God 
That  made  them  an  intruder  on  their  joys, 
Start  at  his  awful  name,  or  deem  his  praife 
A  jarring  note.     Themes  of  a  graver  tone, 
Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love, 
While  we  retrace  with  mem'ry's  pointing  wand, 
That  calls  the  pall  to  our  exa&  review, 
The  dangers  we  have  'fcap'd,  the  broken  fnare, 
The  difappointed  foe,  deliv'rance  found 
Unlook'd  for,  life  preferv'd  and  peace  reftor'd — 
Fruits  of  omnipotent  eternal  love. 
Oh  ev'nings  worthy  of  the  gods !  exclaim'd 
The  fabine  bard.     Oh  ev'nings,  I  reply, 
More  to  be  priz'd  and  coveted  than  your's, 
As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  truths, 
That  I,  and  mine,  and  thofe  we  love,  enjoy. 

Is  winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  the  fraoke  of  lamps, 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unfav'ry  throng, 
To  thaw  him  into  feeling;  or  the  finart 
And  fnappim  dialogue,  that  flippant  wits 
Call  comedy,  to  prompt  him  with  a  fmile? 
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The  felf-complacent  after,  when  he  views 
(Stealing  a  fide-long  glance  at  a  full  houfe) 
The  flope  of  faces,  from  the  floor  to  th'  roof, 
(As  if  one  mafter-fpring  controul'd  them  all) 
Relax'd  into  an  univerfal  grin, 
Sees  not  a  count'nance  there  that  fpeaks  of  joy 
Half  fo  refin'd  or  fo  iincere  as  our's. 
Cards  were  fuperfluous  here,  with  all  the  tricks 
That  idlenefs  has  ever  yet  contriv'd 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfurnim'd  brain, 
To  palliate  dulnefs,  and  give  time  a  (hove. 
Time,  as  he  paffes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing, 
Unfoil'd,  and  fwift,  and  of  a  filken  found ; 
But  the  world's  time  is  time  in  mafquerade  ! 
Their's,  thould  I  paint  him,  has  his  pinions  fledg'd 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,wherethe  peacock  Ihows 
His  azure  eyes,  is  tin&ur'd  black  and  red 
With  fpots  quadrangular  of  di'mond  form, 
Enfanguin'd  hearts,  clubs  typical  of  ftrife, 
And  fpades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  graves. 
What  ihould  be  and  what  was  an  hour-glafs  once, 
Becomes  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard  maft 
Well  does  the  work  of  his  deftrmStive  fey  the. 
Thus  deck'd,  he  charms  a  world  whoai  fa  inion  blinds 
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.  To  his  true  worth,  moft  pleas'd  when  idle  modi 
Wh0fe  only  happy  are  their  wafted  hours. 
Ev'n  miffes,  at  whofe  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  back-ltring  and  the  bib,  aflame  the  drefs 
Of  womanhood,  lit  pupils  in  the  fchool 
Of  card-devoted  time,  and,  night  by  night, 
Plac'd  at  fome  vacant  corner  of  the  board, 
Learn  ev'ry  trick,  and  foon  play  all  the  game. 
But  truce  with  cenfure.     Roving  as  I  rove, 
Where  fhall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 
As  he  that  travels  far  oft  turns  afide 
To  view  fome  rugged  rock  or  mould'ring  tow'r, 
Which,  feen,  delights  him  not  j  then,  coming  homr, 
Defcribes  and  prints,  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
How  far  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth; 
So  I,  with  brufli  in  hand  and  pallet  fpread, 
With  colours  mix'd  for  a  far  diff'rent  ulr, 
Paint  cards  and  dolls,  and  ev'ry  idle  thing 
That  fancy  finds  in  her  excurfive  flights. 

Come,  Ev'ning,  once  again,  feafon  of  peace; 
Return,  fweet  Ev'ning,  and  continue  long  I 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  in  the  ftreaky  weft, 
With  matron-ftep  flow-moving,  while  the  night 

VOL.  n.  K 
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Treads  on  thy  fweeping  train;  one  hand  employ'U 
In  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  repofe 
On  bird  and  beaft,  the  other  charg'd  for  man 
With  fweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day: 
Not  fumptnoufly  adorn'd,  nor  needing  aid, 
Like  homely  featur'd  night,  of  cluft'ring  geras; 
A  ftar  or  two,  juft  twinkling  on  thy  brow, 
Suffices  thee  ;  fave  that  the  moon  is  thine 
No  lefs  than  her's,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ofteutatious  pageantry,  but  fet 
With  modeft  grandeur  in  thy  purple  zone, 
Refplendent  lefs,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  {halt  find  thy  vot'ry  calm, 
Or  make  me  fo.     Compofure^s  thy  gift : 
And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hours 
To  books,  to  murk,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  for  bird-alluring  fruit  j 
Or  twining  filken  threads  round  iv'ry  reels, 
When  they  command  whom  man  was  borntopleafej 
I  flight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  welcome  ftill. 

Juft  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blaze 
With  lights,  by  clear  reflexion  multiplied 
From  many  a  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Gath, 
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Goliath,  might  have  feen  his  giant  bulk 
Whole,  without  ftooping,  tow'ring  creft  and  all, 
My  pleafures,  too,  begin.     But  me,  perhaps, 
The  glowing  hearth  may  fatisfy  awhile 
With  faint  illumination,  that  uplifts 
The  fliadow  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  quiv'ring  flame. 
Not  undelightfui  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  fpent  in  parlour  twilight:  fuch  a  gloom 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind, 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  fome  new  theme 
Pregnant,  or  indifpos'd  alike  to  all. 
Laugh  ye,  who  boaft  your  more  mercurial  pow'rs, 
That  never  feel  a  ftupor,  know  no  paufe, 
Nor  need  one ;  I  am  confcious,  and  confefs, 
Fearlefs,  a  foul  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  fancy,  ludicrous  and  wild, 
Sooth'd  with  a  waking  dream  of  houfcs,  tow'r.v 
Trees,  churches,  and  ftrange  vifages,  exprefs'd 
In  the  red  cinders,  while  with  poring  eye 
J  gaz'd,  myfelf  creating  what  I  faw. 
Nor  lefs  araus'd  have  I  quiefcent  watch'd 
The  footy  films  that  play  upon  the  bars, 
Pendulous,  and  foreboding,  in  the  view 
K  2 
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Of  fuperftition,  propbefying  (till, 

Though  ftill  deceiv'd,fomeflranger's  near  approach. 

Tis  thus  the  understanding  takes  repofe 

In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought, 

And  fleeps  and  is  refrem'd.     Meanwhile  the  face 

Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  matk 

Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man 

Were  tafk'd  to  his  full  ftrength,  abforb'd  and  loft. 

Thus  oft,  reclin'd  at  eafe,  I  lofe  an  hour 

At  ev'ning,  till  at  length  the  freezing  blaft, 

That  fweeps  the  bolted  mutter,  fummons  home 

The  recollected  pow'rsj  and,  mapping  (hort 

The  glaffy  threads,  with  which  the  fancy  weaves 

Her  brittle  toys,  reftores  me  to  myfelf. 

How  calm  is  my  recefs ;  and  how  the  froft, 

Raging  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind,  endear 

The  filence  and  the  warmth  enjoy'd  within  ! 

I  faw  the  woods  and  fields,  at  dole  of  day, 

A  variegated  {how;  the  meadows  green, 

Though  faded ;  and  the  lands,  where  lately  wav'd 

The  golden  harveft,  of  a  mellow  brown, 

Upturn'd  fo  lately  by  the  forceful  mare. 

I  faw  far  off  the  weedy  fallows  fmile 

With  verdure  not  unprofitable,  graz'd 
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By  flocks,  faft  feeding,  and  fele&ing  each 
His  fav'rite  herb ;  while  all  the  leaflets  groves, 
That  fkirt  th'  horizon,  wore  a  fable  hue, 
Scarce  notic'd  in  the  kindred  dulk  of  eve. 
To-morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  change ! 
Which  even  now,  though  filently  perform'd, 
And  {lowly,  and  by  moft  unfelt,  the  face 
Of  univerfal  nature  undergoes. 
Faft  falls  a  fleecy  fliow'r :  the  downy  flakes, 
Descending,  and  with  never-ceafing  lapfe, 
Softly  alighting  upon  all  below, 
Allimilate  all  objects.     Earth  receives 
Gladly  the  thick'ning  mantle ;  and  the  green 
And  tender  blade,  that  fear'd  the  chilling  blaft, 
Efcapes  unhurt  beneath  fo  warm  a  veil. 

In  fuch  a  world ;  fo  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happinefs  unblighted ;  or,  if  found, 
Without  fome  thitlly  forrow  at  its  fide; 
It  feems  the  part  of  wifdom,  and  no  fin 
Againft  the  law  of  love,  to  meafure  lots 
With  lefs  dirtinguifti'd  than  ourfclvcs ;  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  mod'rate  ills, 
And  fympathife  with  others,  furFring  more. 
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Ill  fares  the  trav'ller  now,  and  he  that  ftalks 
In  pond'rous  boots  befide  his  reeking  team. 
The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  fore 
By  congregated  loads  adhering  clofe 
To  the  clogg'd  wheels;  and  in  its  fluggim  pace, 
Noifelefs,  appears  a  moving  hill  of  fnow. 
The  toiling  fteeds  expand  the  noftril  wide, 
While  ev'ry  breath,  by  refpiration  ftrong 
Forc'd  downward,  is  confolidated  foon 
Upon  their  jutting  chefts.     He,  form'd  to  bear 
The  pelting  brunt  of  the  tempeiluous  night, 
With  half-fliut  eyes, and  pucker'd  cheeks,  and  teeth 
Prefented  bare  againft  the  ftorm,  plods  on. 
One  hand  fecures  his  hat,  fave  when  with  both 
He  brandiihes  his  pliant  length  of  whip, 
Refounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vain. 
Oh  happy;  and,  in  my  account,  denied 
That  ienfibility  of  pain  with  which 
Refinement  is  endued,  thrice  happy  thou ! 
Thy  frame,  robuft  and  hardy,  feels  indeed 
The  piercing  cold,  but  feels  it  unimpaired. 
The  learned  finger  never  need  explore 
Thy  vig'rous  pulie ;  and  the  unhealthful  eaft, 
That  breathes  the  fpleen,  and  fearches  cv'ry  bone 
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Of  the  infirm,  is  wholefome  air  to  thee. 
Thy  days  roll  on,  exempt  from  boufehold  care  j 
Thy  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  beads, 
That  drag  the  dull  companion  to  and  fro, 
Thine  helplels  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 
Ah,  treat  them  kindly !  rude  as  thou  appear'!}, 
Yet  (how  that  thou  haft  mercy !  which  the  great, 
With  needlefs  hurry  wbirl'd  from  place  to  place, 
Humane  as  they  would  feem,  not  always  Ihow. 

Poor,  yet  indultrious,  modeft,  quiet,  neatj 
Such  claim  companion  in  a  night  like  this, 
And  have  a  friend  in  ev'ry  feeling  heart. 
Warni'd,  while  it  lalts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  the  feafon,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
111  clad  and  fed  but  fparely,  time  to  cool. 
The  frugal  houfewife  trembles  when  me  lights 
Her  fcanty  flock  of  brufh-wood,  blazing  clear, 
But  dying  foon,  like  all  terreftrial  joys. 
The  few  fmall  embers  left  fhe  nurfes  well ; 
And.  while  her  infant  race,  with  outfpread  hands 
And  crowded  knees,  fit  cow'ring  o'er  the  fparks, 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  fo  they  be  warm'd. 
The  man  feels  leaft,  as  more  inur'd  than  ihc 
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To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  brifkly  mov'd  by  his  feverer  toil ; 
Yet  he,  too,  finds  his  own  diftrefs  in  their's. 
The  taper  foon  extinguifh'd,  which  I  law 
Dangled  along  at  the  cold  finger's  end 
Juft  when  the  day  declin'd,  and  the  brown  loaf 
Loclg'd  on  the  ihelf,  half  eaten,  without  fauce 
Of  iav'ry  cheefe,  or  butter,  coftlier  ftill ; 
Sleep  feems  their  only  refuge  :   for,  alas, 
Where  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  chain'd, 
And  fweet  colloquial  pleafures  are  but  few! 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not.     All  the  care 
Ingenious  padimony  takes  but  juft 
Saves  the  fmall  inventory,  bed,  and  (tool, 
Skillet,  and  old  carv'd  cheit,  from  public  fale. 
They  live,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  grudging  hands ;  but  other  boaft  have  none 
To  footh  their  honeft  pride,  that  fcorns  to  beg, 
Nor  comfort  elfe,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 
I  praife  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair, 
For  ye  are  worthy;  choofing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  craft,  hard  earn'd, 
And  eaten  with  a  ligh,  than  to  endure 
The  rugged  frowns  and  infolent  rebuffs 
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Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 

Of  diftribution ;  lib'ral  of  their  aid 

To  clam'rous  importunity  in  rags, 

But  oft-times  deaf  to  fuppliants,  who  would  blufli 

To  wear  a  tatter1  d  garb  however  coarfe, 

Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 

Thefe  aik  with  painful  (hynefs,  and,  refus'd 

Becaufe  deferving,  filently  retire  ! 

But  be  ye  of  good  courage  !  Time  itfelf 

Shall  much  befriend  you.  Time  (hall  give  increafe  j 

And  all  your  num'rous  progeny,  well-train'd, 

But  helplefs,  in  few  years  ihall  tind  their  hands, 

And  labour  too.     Meanwhile  ye  (hall  not  want 

What,  confcious  of  your  virtues,  we  can  fpare, 

Nor  what  a  wealthier  than  ourfelves  may  fend. 

I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  diftant  poor 

Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 

But  poverty,  with  mofl  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  felf-infH6ted  woe; 
Th'  effect  of  lazinefs  or  fottilh  wafte. 
Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abroad 
For  plunder  j  much  folicitous  how  belt 
He  may  compenfate  for  a  day  of  iloth 
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By  works  of  darknefs  and  nocturnal  wrong. 
Woe  to  the  gard'ner's  pale,  the  farmer's  hedge, 
Plafh'd  neatly,  and  fecur'd  with  driven  flakes 
Deep  in  the  loamy  bank.     Uptorn  by  ftrength, 
Refiftlefs  in  fo  bad  a  caufe,  but  lame 
To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  fpoil — 
An  afs's  burden — and,  when  laden  moil 
And  heavieft,  light  of  foot,  fteals  faft  away. 
Nor  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 
The  well-ftack'd  pile  of  riven  logs  and  roots 
From  his  pernicious  force.     Nor  will  he  leave 
Unwrench'd  the  door,  however  well  fecur'd, 
Where  Chanticleer  amidft  his  haram  fleeps 
In  unfufpe&ing  pomp.     Twitch'd  from  the  perch, 
He  gives  the  princely  bird,  with  all  his  wives, 
To  his  voracious  bag,  ftruggling  in  vain, 
And  loudly  wond'ring  at  the  fudden  change. — 
Nor  this  to  feed  his  own  !  Twere  fome  excufe 
Did  pity  of  their  luff  rings  warp  afide 
His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  fin 
For  their  fupport,  fo  deftitute. — But  they 
Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themfelves,  as  more 
Exposed  than  others,  with  lefs  fcruple  made 
His  viftims,  robb'd  of  their  defencelefs  all. 
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Cruel  is  all  he  does.     Tis  qnenchlefs  thirft 

Of  ruinous  ebriety  that  prompts 

His  ev'ry  action,  and  imbrutes  the  man. 

Oh  for  a  law  to  noofe  the  villain's  neck 

Who  ftarves  his  own  ;  who  perfecutes  the  blood 

He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 

And  wrongs  the  woman  he  has  fworn  to  love  I 

Pa  fs  where  we  may,  through  city  or  through  town., 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land, 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev'ry  twentieth  pace 
Conduces  th'  unguarded  nofe  to  fuch  a  whiff 
Of  dale  debauch,  forth-ifiuing  from  the  ftyes 
That  law  has  licens'd,  as  makes  temp'rance  reel. 
There  fit,  involv'd  and  loft  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor, 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom :  the  craftfman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil; 
Smith,  cobbler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  {hears, 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike, 
All  learned,  and  all  drunk !  The  fiddle  fcreams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wail'd 
Its  wafted  tones  and  harmony  unheard  : 
Fierce  the  difpute,  whate'cr  the  theme;  while  (he, 
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Fell  Difcord,  arbitrefs  of  fuch  debate, 

Perch'd  on  the  fign-poft,  holds  with  even  hand 

Her  undecifive  fcales.     In  this  ihe  lays 

A  weight  of  ignorance ;  in  that,  of  pride  $ 

And  fmiles,  delighted  with  th'  eternal  poife. 

Dire  is  the  frequent  curfe,  and  its  twin  found 

The  cheek- diftendiug  oath,  not  to  be  prais'd 

As  ornamental,  mufical,  polite, 

Like  thofe  which  modern  fenators  employ, 

"VVhofe  oath  is  rhet'ric,  and  who  fwear  for  fame ! 

Eehold  the  fchools  in  which  plebeian  minds, 

Once  fimple,  are  initiated  in  arts, 

Which  forne  may  pradlife  with  politer  grace, 

But  none  with  readier  fkill ! — 'tis  here  they  learn 

The  road  that  leads,  from  competence  and  peace, 

To  indigence  and  rapine ;  till  at  laft 

Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load, 

Shakes  her  encumber'd  lap,  and  cafis  them  out. 

But  cenfure  profits  little  :  vain  th'  attempt 

To  advertife  in  verfe  a  public  peft, 

That,  like  the  filth  with  which  the  peafant  feeds 

His  hungry  acres,  ftinks,  and  is  of  ufe. 

Th'  excife  is  fatten'd  with  the  rich  refult 

Of  all  this  riot  j  and  ten  thoufand  cafks, 
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For  ever  dribbling  out  their  bafe  contents, 

Touch'd  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  Hate, 

Bleed  gold  for  minifters  to  fport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad,  then  j  'tis  your  country  bids! 

Glorioufly  drank,  obey  th'  important  call ! 

Her  caufc  demands  th'  affiftance  of  your  throats ; — 

Ye  all  can  Iwallow,  and  fhe  alks  no  more. 

Would  I  had  fall'n  upon  thofe  happier  days 
That  poets  celebrate  j  thofe  golden  times, 
And  thofe  Arcadian  fcenes,  that  Maro  fings, 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  profe. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  fwains  had  hearts 
That  felt  their  virtues:  innocence,  it  feems, 
PYom  courts  difmifs'd,  found  melter  in  the  groves  j 
The  footfteps  of  fimplicity,  imprefs'd 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (fo  they  fing) 
Then  were  not  all  effac'd :  then  fpeech  profane, 
And  manners  profligate,  were  rarely  found  j 
Obferv'd  as  prodigies,  and  foon  reclaim'd. 
Vain  wifti  !  thofe  days  were  never :  aiiy  dreams 
Sat  for  the  pi&urej  and  the  poet's  hand, 
Imparting  fubftance  to  an  empty  {hade, 
Impos'd  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
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Grant  it : — I  ftill  mufl  envy  them  an  age 

That  favour'd  fuch  a  dream ;  in  days  like  thefe 

Impoffible,  when  virtue  is  fo  fcarce, 

That  to  fuppofe  a  fcene  where  me  prefides, 

Is  tramontane,  and  (tumbles  all  belief. 

No:  we  are  polifh'd  now!  the  rural  lafs, 

Whom  once  her  virgin  modefty  and  grace-, 

Her  artlefs  manners,  and  her  neat  attire, 

So  dignified,  that  me  was  hardly  lets 

Thau  the  fair  ihepherdefs  of  old  romance, 

Is  feen  no  more.-^LThe  character  is  loft ! 

Her  head,  adorn'd  with  lappets  pinn'd  aloft, 

And  ribbands  ftreaming  gay,  fuperbly  rai.s'il. 

And  magnified  beyond  all  human  fize, 

Indebted  to  fome  fmart  wig-weaver's  hand 

For  more  than  half  the  trefles  it  fuftains;  \U 

Her  elbows  ruffled,  and  her  tott'ring  form 

111  propp'd  upon  French  heels,  ilie  might  be  deem'J 

(But  that  the  bafket  dangling  on  her  arm 

Interprets  her  more  truly)  of  a  rank 

Too  proud  for  dairy  work,  or  fale  of  eggs. 

Expeft  her  foon  with  foot-boy  at  her  heels, 

No  longer  blufhing  for  her  awkward  load, 

Her  train  and  her  umbrella  all  her  care  ' 
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The  town  has  ting'd  the  country ;  and  the  ftain 
Appears  a  fpot  upon  a  veftal's  robe, 
The  worfe  for  what  it  foils.    The  falhion  runs 
Down  into  fcenes  ftill  rural ;  but,  alas, 
Scenes  rarely  grac'd  with  rural  manners  now ! 
Time  was  when,  in  the  paftoral  retreat, 
Th'  unguarded  door  was  fafe ;  men  did  not  watch 
T'  invade  another's  right,  or  guard  their  own. 
Then  fleep  was  undifturb'd  by  fear,  unicar'd 
By  drunken  bowlings;  and  the  chilling  tale 
Of  midnight  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
With  doubtful  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes. 
But  farewell  now  to  unfufpicious  nights, 
And  (lumbers  unalarm'd  !  Now,  ere  you  fleep, 
See  that  your  polim'd  arms  be  prim'd  with  care, 
And  drop  the  night-bolt  j — ruffians  are  abroad ; 
And  the  firft  larum  of  the  cock's  flirill  throat 
May  prove  a  trumpet,  fummoning  your  ear 
To  horrid  founds  of  hoftile  feet  within. 
Ev'n  day-light  has  its  dangers;  and  the  walk 
Through  pathlefs  waltes  and  woods,  unconfcious 

once 

Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birds, 
Or  harmlefs  flocks,  is  hazardous  and  bold. 
7 
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Lamented  change !  to  which  full  many  a  caufe 
Invet'rate,  hopelefs  of  a  cure,  confpires. 
The  courfe  of  human  things  from  good  to  ill, 
From  ill  to  worfe,  is  fatal,  never  fails. 
Increafe  of  pow'r  begets  increafe  of  wealth  j 
Wealth  luxury,  and  luxury  excefs ; 
Excefs,  the  fcrofulous  and  itchy  plague 
That  feizes  firft  the  opulent,  defcends 
To  the  next  rank  contagious,  and  in  time 
Taints  downward  all  the  graduated  fcale 
Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  plough. 
The  rich,  and  they  that  have  an  arm  to  check 
The  licenfe  of  the  lowed  in  degree, 
Defert  their  office ;  and  themfelves,  intent 
On  pleafure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus 
To  all  the  violence  of  lawlefs  hands 
Refign  the  fcenes  their  prefence  might  protect. 
Authority  herfelf  not  feldom  fleeps, 
Though  refident,  and  witnefs  of  the  wrong. 
The  plump  convivial  parfon  often  bears 
The  magifterial  fword  in  vain,  and  lays 
His  rev'rence  and  his  worfhip  both  to  reft 
On  the  fame  cuftiion  of  habitual  {loth. 
Perhaps  timidity  reftrains  his  arm ; 
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When  he  fhould  ftrike  he  trembles,  and  lets  free, 
Himfelf  enflav'd  by  terror  of  the  band, 
Th'  audacious  convid,  whom  he  dares  not  bind. 
Perhaps,  though  by  profefiion  ghofily  pure, 
He  too  may  have  his  vice,  and  fometimes  prove 
Lefs  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outfide 
Jn  lucrative  concerns.     Examine  well 
His  milk-white  handj  the  palm  is  hardly  clean — 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  fmutch  appears. 
Foh !  'twas  a  bribe  that  left  it :  he  has  touch'J 
Corruption !  Whofo  feeks  an  audit  here 
Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fifli, 
"Wild-fowl  or  ven'fonj  and  his  errand  fpeeds. 

But  fafter  far,  and  more  than  all  the  reft, 
A  noble  caufe,  which  none  who  bears  a  fpark 
Of  public  virtue  ever  wilh'd  remov'd, 
Works  the  deplor'd  and  mifchievous  effect. 
'Tis  univerfal  foldierlhip  has  itabb'd 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  clafs. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  brainlefs  rage 
Of  thofe  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  caufe, 
Seem  mod  at  variance  with  all  moral  good, 
And  incompatible  with  ferious  thought. 

VOL.  II.  L 
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The  clown,  the  child  of  nature,  without  guile, 
Bleft  with  an  infant's  ignorance  of  all 
But  his  own  fimple  pleafures;  now  and  then 
A  wreftling-match,  a  foot  race,  or  a  fair ; 
Is  ballotted,  and  trembles  at  the  news : 
Sheepifli  he  doffs  his  hat,  and,  mumbling,  fwears 
A  bible  oath  to  be  whate'er  they  pleafe, 
-To  do  he  knows  not  what !  The  talk  perform'd, 
That  inftant  he  becomes  the  ferjeant's  cart, 
His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jeft. 
His  awkward  gait,  his  introverted  toes, 
Bent  knees,  round  moulders,  and  deje&ed  looks, 
Procure  him  many  a  curfe.     By  flow  degrees, 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  form'd  of  ftubborn  fluff, 
He  yet  by  flow  degrees  puts  off  him  (elf, 
Grows  confcious  of  a  change,  and  likes  it  well : 
He  ftands  ere6t;  his  flouch  becomes  a  walk; 
He  fteps  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air, 
His  form,  and  movement;  is  as  finart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him ;  wears 
His  hat,  or  his  plum'd  helmet,  with  a  grace; 
And,  his  three  years  of  heroftiip  expir'd, 
Returns  indignant  to  the  flighted  plough. 
He  hates  the  field,  in  which  no  fife  or  drum 
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Attends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march ; 
And  fighs  for  the  fmart  comrades  he  has  left. 
'Twere  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  all — 
But  with  his  clumfy  port  the  wretch  has  loft 
His  ignorance  and  harmlefs  manners  too ! 
To  fwear,  to  game,  to  drink;  to  mow  at  home. 
By  lewdnefs,  idlenefs,  and  fabbath-breach, 
The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad; 
T  aftonim  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends; 
To  break  fome  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart; 
To  be  a  pelt  where  he  was  ufeful  once ; 
Are  his  fole  aim,  and  all  his  glory,  now ! 

Man  in  fociety  is  like  a  flow'r 
Blown  in  its  native  bed:  'tis  there  alone 
His  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom, 
Shine  out;  there  only  reach  their  proper  ufe. 
But  man,  ailociated  and  leagu'd  with  man 
By  regal  warrant,  or  felf-join'd  by  bond 
For  int'reft-fake,  or  fwarming  into  clans 
Beneath  one  head  for  purpofes  of  war, 
Like  flow'rs  fele&ed  from  the  reft,  and  bound 
And  bundled  clofe  to  fill  fome  crowded  vafe, 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compreflion  marr'd, 
L  2 
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Contracts  defilement  not  to  be  endur'd. 

Hence  charter'd  boroughs  are  fuch  public  plagues: 

And  burghers,  men  immaculate  perhaps 

In  all  their  private  functions,  once  combin'd, 

Become  a  loathfome  body,  only  fit 

For  diffolution,  hurtful  to  the  main. 

Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  fin 

Againft  the  charities  of  dorneftic  life, 

Incorporated,  feem  at  once  to  lofe 

Their  nature;  and,  difclaiming  all  regard 

For  mercy  and  the  common  rights  of  man. 

Build  factories  with  blood,  conducting  trade 

At  the  fword's  point,  and  dyeing  the  white  robe 

Of  innocent  commercial  juftice  red. 

Hence,  too,  the  field  of  glory,  as  the  world 

Mifdeems  it,  dazzled  by  its  bright  array, 

With  all  its  majefty  of  thund'ring  pomp, 

Enchanting  mufic  and  immortal  wreaths, 

Is  but  a  fchool  where  thoughtleflhefs  is  taught 

On  principle,  where  foppery  atones 

For  folly,  gallantry  for  ev'ry  vice. 

But,  llighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abandon'd,  and,  which  ftill  I  more  regret, 
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Infe&ed  with  the  manners  and  the  modes 

It  knew  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  Hill. 

I  never  fram'd  a  wifh,  or  form'd  a  plan, 

That  flatter'd  me  with  hopes  of  earthly  blifs, 

But  there  I  laid  the  fcene.    There  early  ftray'd 

My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 

Had  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  free. 

My  very  dreams  were  rural }  rural,  too, 

The  nrft-born  efforts  of  my  youthful  mufe, 

Sportive,  and  jingling  her  poetic  bells 

Ere  yet  her  ear  was  miftrefs  of  their  pow'rs. 

No  bard  could  pleafe  me  but  whofe  lyre  was  tun'd 

To  Nature's  praifes.     Heroes  and  their  feats 

Fatigued  me,  never  weary  of  the  pipe 

Of  Tityrus,  affembling,  as  he  fang, 

The  ruftic  throng  beneath  his  fav'rite  beech. 

Then  Miltoa  had  indeed  a  poet's  charms : 

New  to  my  tafte,  his  Paradife  furpafs'd 

The  ftruggling  efforts  of  my  boyifti  tongue 

To  fpeak  its  excellence.     I  danc'd  for  joy. 

I  marvel'd  much  that,  at  fo  ripe  an  age 

As  twice  fev'n  years,  his  beauties  had  then  firft 

Engag'd  my  wonder;  and,  admiring  ftill, 

And  flill  admiring,  with  regret  fuppos'd 
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The  joy  half  loft  becaufe  not  fooner  found. 

There,  too,  enamonr'd  of  the  life  I  lov'd, 

Pathetic  in  its  praife,  in  its  purfuit 

Determin'd,  and  pofleffing  it  at  laft 

With  tranfports  fuch  as  favour'd  lovers  feel, 

I  ftudied,  priz'd,  and  wifh'd  that  I  had  known, 

Ingenious  Cowley !  and,  though  now  reclaimed 

By  modern  lights  from  an  erroneous  tafte, 

1  cannot  but  lament  thy  fplendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  fchools. 

I  ftill  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retir'd  ; 

Though  Itretch'd  at  eafe  in  Chertfey's  filent  bow'rs, 

Not  unemploy'd;   and  rinding  rich  amends 

For  a  loft  world  in  folitude  and  verfe. 

'Tis  born  with  all:  the  love  of  Nature's  works 

Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man, 

Jnfus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  throughout 

Difcriminated  each  from  each,  by  ftrokes 

And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  fo  much  art 

Diverfified,  that  two  were  never  found 

Twins  at  all  points — yet  this  obtains  in  all, 

That  all  difcern  a  beauty  in  his  works, 

And  all  can  tafte  them :  minds  that  have  been  form'd 
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And  tutor'd,  with  a  relifh  more  exa6t, 

But  none  without  fome  relilh,  none  unmov'd. 

It  is  a  flame  that  dies  not  even  there, 

Where  nothing  feeds  it:  neither  bufinefs,  crowds, 

Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city-life ; 

Whatever  elfe  they  fmother  of  true  worth 

In  human  bofoms ;  quench  it,  or  abate. 

The  villas  with  which  London  ftands  begirt, 

Like  a  fwarth  Indian  with  his  belt  of  beads, 

Prove  it.     A  breath  of  unadult'rate  air, 

The  glimpfe  of  a  green  pafture,  how  they  cheer 

The  citizen,  and  brace  his  languid  frame  ! 

Ev'n  in  the  ftifiing  bofom  of  the  town, 

A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  charms 

That  foothe  the  rich  pofleflbrj  much  confol'd, 

That  here  and  there  fome  fprigs  of  mournful  mint, 

Of  nightfhade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  cultivates.     Thele  ferve  him  with  a  hint 

That  Nature  lives ;  that  fight-refreming  green 

Is  ftill  the  liv'ry  me  delights  to  wear, 

Though  lickly  famples  of  th'  exub'rant  whole. 

What  are  the  cafcmcnts  lin'd  with  creeping  herb*, 

The  prouder  faflies  fronted  with  a  range 

Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed, 
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The  Frenchman's  *  darling?  are  they  not  all  proofs 
That  man,  immur'd  in  cities,  ftill  retains 
His  inborn  inextinguifhable  third 
Of  rural  fcenes,  compenfating  his  lofs 
By  fupplemental  fhifts,  the  beft  he  may? 
The  moft  unfurnifti'd  with  the  means  of  life, 
And  they  that  never  pafs  their  brick- wall  bounds 
To  range  the  fields  and  treat  their  lungs  with  air, 
Yet  feel  the  burning  inftinct:  over  head 
Sufpend  their  crazy  boxes,  planted  thick, 
And  water'd  duly.     There  the  pitcher  ftands 
A  fragment,  and  the  fpoutlefs  tea-pot  there ; 
Sad  witneffes  how  clofe-pent  man  regrets 
The  country,  with  what  ardour  he  contrives 
A  peep  at  nature,  when  he  can  no  more. 

Hail,  therefore,  patronefs  of  health,  and  eafe, 
And  contemplation,  heart-confoling  joys 
And  harmlefs  pleafures,  in  the  throng'd  abode 
Of  multitudes  unknown  !  hail,  rural  life.1 
Addrefs  himfelf  who  will  to  the  purfuit 
Of  honours,  or  emoluments,  or  fame ; 

*  Mignonette. 
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I  llrall  not  add  myfelf  to  fuch  a  chafe, 
Thwart  his  attempts,  or  envy  his  fuccefs. 
Some  rnuft  be  great.     Great  offices  will  have 
Great  talents.     And  God  gives  to  ev'ry  man 
The  virtue,  temper,  underftanding,  tafte, 
That  lifts  him  into  life ;  and  lets  him  fall 
Juft  in  the  niche  he  was  ordain'd  to  fill. 
To  the  deliv'rer  of  an  injur'd  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  t'  enlarge  upon,  an  heart 
To  feel,  and  courage  to  redrefs  her  wrongs  j 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  fenfe  j 
To  artifls  ingenuity  and  Ikill  j 
To  me  an  unambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wifli  for  eafe  and  leifure,  and  ere  long 
Found  here  that  leifure  and  that  eafe  I  wifli'd. 
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ARGUMENT  OF  THE  FIFTH  BOOK. 

A  frofly  morning. — The  foddering  of  cattle. — The 
ivooJ/nan  and  his  dog — The  poultry. — Whimjical 
effeds  of  fro/I  at  a  'waterfall — The  Emprefs  of 
Rriffias  palace  of  ice. — Amusements  (f  monarch*. — • 
War,  one  of  them. — Wars,  'whence. — And  'whence 
monarchy. — The  evils  of  it. — JLngJ'ifli  and  French 
loyalty  contrajlcd. — The  Baft  He,  and  a  prisoner 
there. — Liberty  the  chief  recommendation  of  this 
country.  —  Modern  patriotifm  queftionable,  and 
"why.  —  The  perijhalle  nature  of  the  left  human 
inftitutions  — Spiritual  liberty  not  perijlialle. — The 
Jlavijhjlate  of  man  by  nature. — Deliver  him,  Deift, 
if  you  can. — Grace  muft  do  it. — The  refpettive 
merits  of  patriots  and  martyrs  Jlatcd. — Their  dif- 
ferent treatment  .—Happy freedom  of  the  man  "whom 
grace  makes  free. — His  relijli  of  the  ivorlis  of  God. 
—Addrefs  to  the  Creator. 
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'Tis  morning;  and  thejun,  with  ruddy  orb 
Afcending,  fires  th'  horizon ;  while  the  clouds, 
That  crowd  away  before  the  driving  wind, 
More  ardent  as  the  dilk  emerges  more, 
Referable  moft  fome  city  in  a  blaze, 
Seen  through  the  leaflefs  wood.     His  flanting  ray 
Slides  ineffectual  down  the  fnowy  vale, 
And,  tinging  all  with  his  own  rofy  hue, 
From  ev'ry  herb  and  ev'ry  fpiry  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  fhadow  o'er  the  field. 
MiHei  fpindling  into  longitude  immenfe, 
In  fpite  of  gravity,  and  fage  remark 
That  I  myfelf  am  but  a  fleeting  (hade, 


158  THE       TASK.  BOOK  V. 

Provokes  me  to  a  fmile.     With  eye  afkance 
I  view  the  mufcular  proportion'd  limb 
Transform'd  to  a  lean  mank.     The  fhapelefs  pair, 
As  they  defign'd  to  mock  me,  at  my  fide 
Take  ftep  for  ftep;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plafter'd  wall, 
Prepoft'rous  fight !  the  legs  without  the  man. 
The  verdure  of  the  plain  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazzling  deluge ;  and  the  bents, 
'And  coarfer  grafs,  upfpearing  o'er  the  reft, 
Of  late  unfightly  and  unfeen,  now  fhine 
Confpicuous,  and,  in  bright  apparel  clad 
And  fledg'd  with  icy  feathers,  nod  fuperb. 

e  cattle  mourn  in  corners  where  the  fence 
Screens  them,  and  feem  half  petrified  to  fleep 
In  unrecnmbent  fadnefs.     There  they  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder;  not  like  hung'ring  man, 
Fretful  if  unfupplied  j  but  filent,  meek, 
And  patient  of  the  flow-pac'd  fwain's  delay. 
He  from  the  Hack  carves  out  th'  accuftom'd  load, 
Deep-plunging,  and  again  deep-plunging  oft, 
His  broad  keen  knife  into  the  folid  mafs : 
Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remnant  ftands, 
With  fuch  undeviating  and  even  force 
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He  fevers  it  away:  no  needlefs  care, 
Left  ftorms  fliould  overfet  the  leaning  pile 
Deciduous,  or  its  own  unbalanc'd  weight. 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  unconcern 'd 
The  cheerful  hamits~oT"rnan ;  to  wield  the  axe 
And  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  foreft  drear, 
From  morn  to  eve  his  folitary  talk. 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  and  (hrewd,  with  pointed  ears 
And  tail  cropp'd  fhort,  half  lurcher  and  half  cur — 

_Hii_4og  attends  him.     Clofe  behind  his  heel 
Now  creeps  he  flow;  and  now,  with  many  a  frifk 
Wide-fcamp'ring,  fnatches  up  the  drifted  fnow 
With  iv'ry  teeth,  or  ploughs  it  with  his  fnout ; 
Then  lhakes  his  powder'd  coat,  and  barks  for  joy. 
Heedlds  of  all  his  pranks,  the  fturdy  churl 
Moves  right  toward  the  mark;  nor  flops  for  aught, 
But  now  and  then  with  preflure  of  his  thumb 

CT  adjuft  the  fragrant  charge  of  a  ihort  tube 
That  fumes  beneath  his  nofe :  the  trailing  cloud 
Streams  far  behind  him,  fcenting  all  the  air. 
Now  from  the  rood,  or  from  the  neighb'ring  pale, 
Where,  diligent  to  catch  the  firft  faint  gleam 
Of  fmiling  day,  they  goffip'd  fide  by  fide, 
Come  trooping  at  the  houfewife's  well-known  call 
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The  feather'd  tribes  domeftic.     Half  on  wing, 
And  half  on  foot,  they  brufh  the  fleecy  flood, 
Confcious,  and  fearful  of  too  deep  a  plunge. 
The  fparrows  peep,  and  quit  the  fhelt'ring  eaves 
To  feize  the  fair  occafion.     Well  they  eye 
The  fcatter'd  grain ;  and,  thievimly  refolv'd 
T'  efcape  th'  impending  famine,  often  fcar'd, 
As  oft  return — a  pert  voracious  kind. 
Clean  riddance  quickly  made,  one  only  care 
Remains  to  each — the  fearch  of  funny  nook, 
Or  flied  impervious  to  the  blaft.     Refign'd 
To  fad  neceffity,  the  cock  foregoes 
His  wonted  ftrut ;  and,  wading  at  their  head 
With  well-confider'd  fteps,  feems  to  refent 
His  alter'd  gait  and  itatelinefs  retrench'd. 
How  find  the  myriads,  that  in  fummer  cheer 
The  hills  and  vallies  with  their  ceafelefs  fongs, 
Due  fuftenance,  or  where  fubfift  they  now? 
Earth  yields  them  nought :  th'  imprifon'd  worm  is 

fafe 

Beneath  the  frozen  clod ;  all  feeds  of  herbs 
Lie  cover'd  clofe ;  and  berry  bearing  thorns, 
That  feed  the  thrufh,  (whatever  fome  fuppofe) 
Afford  the  fmaller  minftrels  no  fupply. 
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The  long  protracted  rigour  of  the  year 
Tlrinsall  theirnum'rous  flocks.  In  chinks  and  holes 
Ten  thoufand  feek  an  unmolefted  end, 
As  inftinct  prompts  ;  felf-buried  ere  they  die. 
The  very  rooks  and  daws  forfake  the  fields, 
Where  neither  grub,  nor  root,  nor  earth-nut,  novr 
Repays  their  labour  more  5  and,  perch'd  aloft 
By  the  way-fide,  or  ftalking  in  the  path, 
Lean  penfioners  upon  the  trav'ler's  track, 
Pick  up  their  naufeous  dole,  though  fweet  to  them, 
Of  voided  pulfe  or  half-digefted  grain. 
The  ft  reams  are  loft  amid  the  fplendid  blank, 
O'erwhelraing  all  diftincrion.     On  the  flood, 
Indurated  and  fixt,  the  fnowy  weight 
Lies  undiflolv'dj  while  filently  beneath, 
And  unperceiv'd,  the  current  fteals  away. 
Not  fo  where,  fcornful  of  a  check,  it  leaps 
The  mill-dam,  da  flies  on  the  reftlefs  wheel, 
And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulph  below: 
No  frofl  can  bind  it  there;  its  utmoft  force 
Can  but  arreft  the  light  and  fmoky  mift 
That  in  its  fall  the  liquid  fheet  throws  wide. 
And  fee  where  it  has  hung  th'  embroider'd  banks 
"With  forms  fo  various,  that  no  pow'rs  of  art, 

VOL.   II.  M 
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The  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  fcene  ! 

Here  glitt'ring  turrets  rife,  upbearing  high 

(Fantaltic  inifarrangement !)  on  the  roof 

Large  growth  of  what  may  feem  the  fparkling  trees 

And  fhrubs  of  fairy  land.     The  cryftal  drops 

That  trickle  down  the  branches,  faft  congeal'd, 

Shoot  into  pillars  of  peliucid  length, 

And  prop  the  pile  they  but  adorn*  d  before. 

Here  grotto  within  grotto  fafe  defies 

The  fun-beam ;  there,  embofs'd  and  fretted  wild, 

The  growing  wonder  takes  a  thoufand  fhapes 

Capricious,  in  which  fancy  feeks  in  vain 

The  likenefs  of  fome  objec\  feen  before. 

Thus  nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  art, 

And  in  defiance  of  her  rival  pow'rs  ; 

By  thefe  fortuitous  and  random  ftrokes 

Performing  fuch  inimitable  feats 

As  fhe  with  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

Lefs  worthy  of  applaufe,  though  more  admir'd, 

Becaufe  a  novelty,  the  work  of  man, 

Imperial  miftrefs  of  the  fur-clad  Rufs ! 

Thy  moft  magnificent  and  mighty  freak 

The  wonder  of  the  North.     No  foreft  fell 

When  thou  wouldil  build;  no  quarry  fent  its  ftorcs 
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T  enrich  thy  walls:  but  thou  didft  hew  the  floods, 
And  make  thy  marble  of  the  glafly  wave. 
In  fuch  a  palace  Ariftaeus  found 
Cyrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintive  tale 
Of  his  loft  bees  to  her  maternal  ear : 
In  fuch  a  palace  poetry  might  place 
The.  armory  of  winter;  where  his  troops, 
The  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  fleet, 
Skin-piercing  volley,  bloflbm-bruifing  hail, 
And  mow  that  often  blinds  the  trav'ler's  courfe, 
And  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tomb. 
Silently  as  a  dream  the  fabric  rofe; — 
No  found  of  hammer  or  of  faw  was  there: 
Ice^uppa.ice,  the  well-adjufted  parts 
Were  foon  conjoin'd;  nor  other  cement  afk'd 
Than  water  interfus'd  to  make  them  one. 
Lamps  gracefully  difpos'd,  and  of  all  hues, 
Illumin'd  ev'ry  fide  :  a  wat'ry  light 
Gleam'd  through  the  clear  tranfparency,  that  feem'd 
Another  moon  new  rifen,  or  meteor  fall'n 
From  heav'n  to  earth,  of  lambent  flame  ferene. 
So  flood  the  brittle  prodigy;  though  fmooth 
And  flipp'ry  the  materials,  yet  froft-bound 
Firm  as  a  rock.     Nor  wanted  aught  within, 
M  2 
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That  royal  refidence  might  well  befit, 

For  grandeur  or  for  ufe.     Long  wavy  wreaths 

Of  flow'rs,  that  fear'd  no  enemy  but  warmth, 

Blufh'd  on  the  pannels.     Mirror  needed  none 

Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  in  order  due 

Convivial  table  and  commodious  feat 

(Whatfeem'd  atleaft  commodious  feat)  were  there; 

Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high-built  throne  auguft. 

The  fame  lubricity  was  found  in  all, 

And  all  was  moift  to  the  warm  touch ;  a  fcene 

Of  evanefcent  glory,  once  a  ftream, 

And  foon  to  flide  into  a  ftream  again. 

Alas !  'twas  but  a  mortifying  ftroke 

Of  undefign'd  fcverity,  that  glanc'd 

(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  eftate, 

On  human  grandeur  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

'Twas  tranfient  in  its  nature,  as  in  mow 

'Twas  durable  j  as  worthlefs,  as  it  feem'd 

Intrinfically  precious  ;•  to  the  foot 

Treach'rous  and  falfe ;  it  frail'd,  and  it  was  cold. 

Great  princes  have  great  playthings.  Some  have 

play'd 

At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  feme 
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At  building  human  wonders  mountain-high. 
Some  have  amus'd  the  dull,  fad  years  of  life 
(Life  fpent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  fad) 
With  fchemes  of  monumental  fame ;  and  fought 
By  pyramids  and  maufolean  pomp, 
Short  liv'd  themfelves,  t'  immortalize  their  bones. 
Some  feek  diverfion  in  the  tented  field, 
And  make  the  forrows  of  mankind  their  fport. 
But  war's  a  game,  which,  were  their  fubjeds  wife. 
Kings  would  not  play  at.     Nations  would  do  well 
T'  extort  their  truncheons  from  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whofe  infirm  and  baby  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mifchief ;  and  who  fpoil, 
Becaufe  men  fufFer  it,  their  toy  the  world. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  the  great 
Confed'racy  of  projectors  wild  and  vain 
Was  fplit  into  diverfity  of  tongues, 
Then,  as  a  fhepherd  feparates  his  flock, 
Thefe  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  thofe, 
God  drave  afander,  and  t.ilign'd  their  lot 
To  all  the  nations.     Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  its  distribution  fair 
And  equal  3  and  he  bade  them  dwell  in  peace. 
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Peace  was  awhile  their  care  :  they  plough'd,  and 

fow'd, 

And  reap'd  their  plenty,  without  grudge  or  ftrife. 
But  violence  can  never  longer  ileep 
Than  human  paffions  pleafe.     In  ev'ry  heart 
Are  fown  the  fparks  that  kindle  fi'ry  war  ; 
Occafion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blaze. 
Cain  had  already  fhed  a  brother's  blood  : 
The  deluge  wafli'd  it  out ;  but  left  unquench'd 
The  feeds  of  murder  in  the  breaft  of  man. 
Soon,  by  a  righteous  judgment,  in  the  line 
Of  his  defcending  progeny  was  found 
The  firft  artificer  of  death  j  the  fhrewd 
Contriver  who  firft  fweated  at  the  forge, 
And  forc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  fteel 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  for  war. 
Him,  Tubal  nam'd,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times, 
The  fword  and  faulchion  their  inventor  claim ; 
And  the  firft  fmith  was  the  firft  murd'rer's  fon. 
His  art  furviv'd  the  waters ;  and  ere  long, 
When  man  was  multiplied  and  fpread  abroad 
In  tribes  and  clans,  and  had  begun  to  call 
Thefe  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own, 
The  tafted  i'wcets  of  property  begat 
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Defire  of  more ;  and  induftry  in  fome, 

T  improve  and  cultivate  their  juft  demefne, 

Made  others  covet  what  they  faw  fo  fair. 

Thus  war  began  on  earth  :  thefe  fought  for  fpoil, 

And  thofe  in  felf-defence.     Savage  at  firft, 

The  oniet,  and  irregular.     At  length 

One  eminent  above  the  refl,  for  ftrength, 

For  ilratagem,  or  courage,  or  for  all, 

Was  choieu  leader :  him  they  ferv'd  iu  war, 

And  him  in  peace,  for  fake  of  warlike  deeds 

Rev'renc'd  no  lefs.  Who  could  with  him  compare? 

Or  who  fo  worthy  to  control  themfelves 

As  he  whofe  prowefs  had  fubdu'd  their  foes? 

Tiius  war,  affording  field  for  the  difplay 

Of  virtue,  made  one  chief,  whom  times  of  peace, 

Which  have  their  exigencies  too,  and  call 

For  {kill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

With  modefty  and  meeknefs ;  and  the  crown, 

So  dazzling  in  their  eyes  who  fet  it  on, 

Was  fure  t'  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound; 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  moft, 

That,  being  parcel  of  the  common  mafs, 

And  deftitute  of  means  to  raife  themfelves, 
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They  fink,  and  fettle  lower  than  they  need. 
They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  within 
A  comprehenfive  faculty,  that  grafps 
Great  purpofes  with  eafe,  that  turns  and  wields, 
Almoft  without  an  effort,  plans  too  vaft 
For  their  conception,  which  they  cannot  move. 
Confcious  of  impotence,  they  foon  grow  drunk 
With  gazing,  when  they  fee  an  able  man 
Step  forth  to  notice  >  and,  befotted  thus, 
Build  him  a  pedeftal,  and  fay,  "  Stand  there, 
"  And  be  our  admiration  and  our  praife." 
They  roll  themfelves  before  him  in  the  duft, 
Then  moft  deferving  in  their  own  account 
When  moft  extravagant  in  his  applaufe, 
As  if  exalting  him  they  rais'd  themfelves. 
Thus  by  degrees,  felf-cheated  of  their  found 
And  fober  judgment,  that  he  is  but  man, 
They  demi-deify  and  fume  him  fo, 
That  in  due  feafon  he  forgets  it  too. 
Inflated  and  aftrut  with  felf-conceit, 
He  gulps  the  windy  diet}  and  ere  long, 
Adopting  their  miftake,  profoundly  thinks 
The  world  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 
Thenceforth  they  are  his  cattle :  drudges,  born 


BOOK  V.       THE  WINTER  MORNING    WALK.  1&Q 

To  bear  his  burdens,  drawing  in  his  gears, 
And  fweating  in  his  fervice,  his  caprice 
Becomes  the  foul  that  animates  them  all. 
He  deems  a  thoufand,  or  ten  thoufand  lives, 
Spent  in  the  purchafe  of  renown  for  him, 
An  eafy  reck'ning ;  and  they  think  the  fame. 
Thus  kings  were  firft  invented,  and  thus  kings 
Were  burnilh'd  into  heroes,  and  became 
The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  fwampj 
Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croak'd  and  died. 
Strange,  that  fuch  folly  as  lifts  bloated  man 
To  eminence,  iit  only  for  a  god, 
Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips, 
Ev'n  in  the  cradled  weaknefs  of  the  world  f 
Still  flranger  much,  that,  when  at  length  mankind 
Had  reach'd  the  linewy  firmnefs  of  their  youth, 
And  could  difcriminate  and  argue  well 
On  fubje&s  more  myfterious,  they  were  yet 
Babes  in  the  caufe  of  freedom,  and  fliould  fear 
And  quake  before  the  gods  themfelves  had  madef 
But  above  meafure  ftrange,  that  neither  proof 
Of  fad  experience,  nor  examples  fet 
By  fome  whofe  patriot  virtue  has  prevail'd, 
Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 


17O  THE      TASK.  BOOK  V 

In  wifdom,  and  with  philofophic  deeps 
Familiar,  ferve  t"  emancipate  the  reft  ! 
Such  dupes  are  men  to  cuftom,  and  fo  prone 
To  rev'rence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 
A  courfe  of  long  observance  for  its  ufe, 
That  even  fervitude,  the  worft  of  ills, 
Becaufe  deliver'd  down  from  fire  to  fon, 
Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  facred  thing  ! 
But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  (hock 
Of  rational  difcuffion,  that  a  man, 
Compounded  and  made  up  like  other  men 
Of  elements  tumultuous,  in  whom  luft 
And  folly  in  as  ample  meafure  meet 
As  in  the  bolbms  of  the  flaves  he  rules, 
Should  be  a  defpot  abfolute,  and  boaft 
Himfelf  the  only  freeman  of  his  land  ? 
Should,  when  he  pleafes,  and  on  whom  he  will, 
Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 
Of  provocation  giv'n,  or  wrong  fuftain'd, 
And  force  the  beggarly  laft  doit,  by  means 
That  his  own  humour  didates,  from  the  clutch 
Of  poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 
His  thoufands,  weary  of  penurious  life, 
A  fplendid  opportunity  to  die  ? 


BOOK  V.       THE  WINTER  MORNING  WALK.  171 

Say  ye,  who  (with  lefs  prudence  than  of  old 

Jotham  afcrib'd  to  his  alfembled  trees 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  truft 

I'  th'  iliadow  of  a  bramble,  and,  reclin'd 

In  fancied  peace  beneath  his  dang 'rous  branch, 

Rejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  fway, 

Where  find  ye  paffive  fortitude  ?  Whence  fprings 

Your  felf-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good 

To  ftroke  the  prickly  grievance,  and  to  hang 

His  thorns  with  ftreamers  of  continual  praife? 

We,  too,  are  friends  to  loyalty.     We  love 

The  king  who  loves  the  law,  refpects  his  bounds, 

And  reigns  content  within  them:  him  we  ferve 

Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free : 

But,  recollecting  Ittll  that  he  is  man, 

We  truft  him  not  too  far.     King  though  he  be, 

And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak, 

And  vain  enough  to  be  ambitious  ftillj 

May  exercife  amifs  his  proper  pow 'rs, 

Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choofe  to  grant: 

Beyond  that  mark  is  treafon.     He  is  our's 

T'  adminifter,  to  guard,  t'  adorn,  the  ftate, 

But  not  to  warp  or  change  it.     We  are  his 

To  ferve  him  nobly  in  the  common  caufe, 
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True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  flaves. 
Mark  now  the  difference,  ye  that  boaft  your  love 
Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  our's. 
We  love  the  man ;  the  paltry  pageant  you. 
We  the  chief  patron  of  the  commonwealth  j 
You  the  regardlefs  author  of  its  woes. 
We,  for  the  fake  of  liberty,  a  king  ; 
You  chains  and  bondage,  for  a  tyrant's  fake. 
Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  its  root 
In  reafon,  is  judicious,  manly,  free  5 
Your's,  a  blind  inftinCt,  crouches  to  the  rod, 
And  licks  the  foot  that  treads  it  in  the  duft. 
Were  kingfhip  as  true  treafure  as  it  feems, 
Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wife  man's  will), 
I  would  not  be  a  king  to  be  belov'd 
Caufelefs,  and  daub'd  with  undifcerning  praife, 
Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throne, 
Not  to  the  man  who  fills  it  as  he  ought. 

Whofe  freedom  is  by  fuff'rance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  fuperior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life 
Expos'd  to  manacles,  deferves  them  well. 
The  flate  that  ftrives  for  liberty,  though  foil'd, 
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And  forc'd  t'  abandon  what  fhe  bravely  fought, 

Deferves  at  leaft  applaufe  for  her  attempt, 

And  pity  for  her  lofs.     But  that's  a  caufe 

Not  often  unfuccefsful:  pow'r  ufurp'd 

Is  weaknefs  when  oppos'd  ;  confcious  of  wrong, 

Tis  pufillanimous  and  prone  to  flight. 

But  ilaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 

Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itfelf  poflefs 

All  that  the  conteft  calls  for;  fpirit,  ftrength, 

The  fcorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts ; 

The  fureft  prefage  of  the  good  they  feek  *. 

Then  {hame  to  manhood,  and  opprobrious  more 
To  France  than  all  her  lofles  and  defeats, 
Old  or  of  later  date,  by  fea  or  land, 
Her  houfeof  bondage,  worfe  than  that  of  old 
Which  God  aveng'd  on  Pharaoh— the  Baftille  1 
Ye  horrid  tow'rs,  th'  abode  of  broken  hearts; 
Ye  dungeons  and  ye  cages  of  defpair, 

*  The  author  hopes  that  he  (hall  not  be  cenfured  for  unneccf- 
fary  warmth  upon  fo  intcrefting  a  fubjca.  He  is  aware  that  it  is 
become  almoft  fafhionable  to  ftigmati/c  fuch  fentimcnts  as  no 
better  than  empty  declamation;  but  it  is  an  ill  fymptoro,  anJ 
peculiar  to  modern  times. 
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That  monarchs  have  fnpplied  from  age  to  age 
With  mufic  fuch  as  fuits  their  fov'reign  ears — 
The  fighs  and  groans  of  miferable  men  ! 
There's  not  an  EngHfh  heart  that  would  not  leap 
To  hear  that  ye  were  fall'n  at  laft ;  to  know 
That  ev'n  our  enemies,  fo  oft  employ'd 
In  forging  chains  for  us,  themfelvcs  were  free. 
For  he  who  values  liberty  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within 
No  narrow  bounds ;  her  caufe  engages  him 
Wherever  pleaded.     'Tis  the  caufe  of  man. 
There  dwell  the  mod  forlorn  of  human  kind; 
Immur'd  though  unaccus'd,  condemn'd  untried, 
Cruelly  fpar'd,  and  hopelefs  of  efcape  ! 
There,  like  the  vifionary  emblem  feen 
By  him  of  Babylon,  life  ftands  a  ftump, 
And,  filletted  about  with  hoops  of  brafs, 
Still  lives,  though  all  its  pleafant  boughs  are  gone. 
To  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no'  change  ; 
And  ever,  as  the  fullen  found  is  heard, 
Still  to  refleft,  that,  though  a  joylefs  note 
To  him  whofe  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace, 
Ten  thoufand  rovers  in  the  world  at  large 
Account  it  mufic )  that  it  fummons  fome 
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To  theatre,  or  jocund  feaft  or  hall : 
The  weaned  hireling  finds  it  a  releafe 
From  labour;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 
Its  long  delay,  feels  ev'ry  welcome  ftroke 
Upon  his  heart-ftrings,  trembling  with  delight- 
To  fly  for  refuge  from  dittra&ing  thought 
To  fuch  amufcments  as  ingenious  woe 
Contrives,  hard-fliifting,  and  without  her  tools — 
To  read  engraven  on  the  mouldy  walls, 
In  ftagg'ring  types,  his  prcdeceflbr's  tale, 
A  fad  memorial,  and  fubjoin  his  own — 
To  tuj^njrjurvejrpr  to  an  overgorg'd 
Ajid  bloated  fpider,  till  the  pamper'd  peft 
Is  made  familiar,  watches  his  approach, 
Comes  at  his  call,  and  ferves  him  for  a  friend — 
To  wear  out  time  in  numb'ring  to  and  fro 
The  ftuds  that  thick  embofs  his  iron  door; 
Then  downward  and  then  upward,  than  aflant 
And  then  alternate ;  with  a  fickly  hope 
By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  taftelefs  tafk 
Some  reliih;  till  the  fum,  exactly  found 
In  all  directions,  he  begins  again — 
Oh  comfortlefs  exiftence  !  hemm'd  around 
With  woes,  which  who  that  fuffers  would  not  kuecl 


176  THE      TASK.  BOOK 

And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 
That  man  mould  thus  encroach  on  fellow  man, 
Abridge  him  of  his  juft  and  native  rights, 
Eradicate  him,  tear  him  from  his  hold 
Upon  th'  endearments  of  domeftic  life 
And  focial,  nip  his  fruitfulnefs  and  life, 
And  doom  him  for  perhaps  an  heedlefs  word 
To  barrennefs,  and  folitude,  and  tears, 
Moves  indignation;  makes  the  name  of  king 
(Of  king  whom  fuch  prerogative  can  pleafe) 
As  dreadful  as  the  Manichean  god, 
Ador'd  through  fear,  llrong  only  to  deftroy. 

'Tis  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  its  luftre  and  perfume  ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without.it.     All  confiraint, 
Except  what  wifdom  lays  on  evil  men, 
Is  evil ;  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes 
Their  progrefs  in  the  road  of  fcience ;  blinds 
The  eyefight  of  difcov'ry;  and  begets, 
Tn  thofe  that  furfer  it,  a  fordid  mind 
Beftial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unfit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form. 
Thee  therefore  flill,  blame-worthy  as  thou  art, 
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With  all  thy  lofs  of  empire,  and  though  fqueez'd 
By  puHIc  exigence  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  itate, 
Thee  I  account  ftill  happy,  and  the  chief 
Among  the  nations,  feeing  thou  art  free  : 
My  native  nook  of  earth  !  Thy  clime  is  rude, 
Replete  with  vapours,  and  difpofes  much 
All  hearts  to  fadnefs,  and  none  more  than  mine: 
Thine  unadult'rate  manners  are  lefs  foft 
And  plaufible  than  focial  life  requires, 
And  thou  haft  need  of  difcipline  and  art 
To  give  thee  what  politer  France  receives 
From  Nature's  bounty — that  humane  addrefs 
And  fweetnefs,  without  which  no  pleafure  is 
In  converfe,  either  ftarv'd  by  cold  referve, 
Or  flufh'd  with  fierce  difpute,  a  ienlelefs  brawl: 
Yet,  being  free,  I  love  thee:  for  the  fake 
Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  content, 
Difgrac'd  as  thou  haft  been,  poor  as  thou  art, 
To  icek  no  fublunary  reft  befide. 
But,  once  enilav'd,  farewell '  I  could  endure 
Chains  no  where  patiently  j  and  chains  at  home, 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  all. 
Then  what  were  left  of  roughneis  in  the  gr  lin 

VOL.    II.  N 
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Of  Britifh  natures,  wanting  its  excufe 

That  it  belongs  to  freemen,  would  difguft 

And  thock  me.     I  fhould  then,  with  double  pain, 

Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime ; 

And,  if  I  muft  bewail  the  bletfing  loft, 

For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bled, 

I  would  at  leaf!  bewail  it  under  Ikies 

Milder,  among  a  people  lefs  aufterej 

In  fcenes  which,  having  never  known  me  free, 

Would  not  reproach  me  with  the  lofs  I  felt. 

Do  I  forebode  impoffible  events, 

And  tremble  at  vain  dreams?  Heav'n  grant  1  may! 

But  th'  age  of  virtuous  politics  is  paft, 

And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 

Patriots  are  grown  too  fhrewd  to  be  fincere, 

And  we  too  wife  to  truft  them.    Jie  that  takes 

Deep  in  his  foft  credulity  the  ftamp 

Defign'd  by  loud  declaimers  on  the  part 

Of  liberty,  themfelves  the  flaves  of  luft, 

Incurs  derifion  for  his  eafy  faith 

And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  caufe  enough : 

For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found 

Where  private  was  not  ?  Can  he  love  the  whole 

Who  loves  no  part  ?  He  be  a  nation's  friend 
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Who  is,  in  truth,  the  friend  of  no  man  there  ? 
Can  he  be  ftrenuous  in  his  country's  caufe 
Who  flights  the  charities,  for  whofe  dear  fake 
That  country,  if  at  all,  muft  be  belov'd  ? 

'Tis  therefore  fbber  and  good  men  are  fad 
For  England's  glory,  feeing  it  wax  pale 
And  fickly,  while  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loofe  to  private  duty,  that  no  brain, 
Healthful  and  undifturb'd  by  factious  fumes, 
Can  dream  them  trufty  to  the  gen'ral  weal. 
Such  were  they  not  of  old,  whofe  temper'd  blades 
Difpers'd  the  (hackles  of  ufurp'd  control, 
And  hew'd  them  link  from  link :  then  Albion's  fons 
Were  fons  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs; 
And,  fhining  each  in  his  domeftic  fphere, 
Shone  brighter  fiill,  once  call'd  to  public  view. 
Tis  therefore  many,  whofe  fequefter'd  lot 
Forbids  their  interference,  looking  on, 
Anticipate  perforce  fome  dire  event ; 
And,  feeing  the  old  caftle  of  the  ftate, 
That  promis'd  once  more  firmnefs,  fo  afiail'J 
That  all  its  tempcft-beaten  turrets  fhake, 
N  2 
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Stand  motionkfs  expectants  of  its  fail. 
All  has  its  date  below ;  the  fatal  hour 
Was  regifter'd  in  heav'n  ere  time  began. 
We  turn  to  duft,  and  all  our  mightieil  works 
Die  too:  the  deep  foundations  that  we  lay, 
Time  ploughs  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rock  : 
A  diftant  age  aiks  where  the  fabric  flood ; 
And  in  the  dutt,  fifted  and  fearch'd  in  vain, 
The  undiicoverable  fecret  fleeps. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  unfung 
By  poets,  and  by  fenators  unprais'd, 
Which  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  ail  the  povv'rs 
Of  earth  and  hell  confed'rate  take  away: 
A  liberty,  which  perfecution,  fraud, 
Oppreffion,  prifons,  have  no  pow'r  to  bind; 
"Which  whofo  taftes  can  be  enftav'd  no  more. 
Tis  liberty  of  heart,  deriv'd  from  heav'n  ; 
Bought  with  HIS  blood  who  gave  it  to  mankind, 
And  feal'd  with  the  fame  token  !  It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  fandion'd  lure 
By  th'  unimpeachable  and  awful  oath 
And  promife  of  a  God  !  His  other  gifts 
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All  bear  the  royal  ftamp  that  fpeaks  them  his, 
And  are  augult;  but  this  tranfcends  them  all. 
His  other  works,  the  vifible  difplay 
Of  all  creating  energy  and  might, 
Are  grand,  no  doubt,  and  worthy  of  the  word 
That,  rinding  an  interminable  fpace 
Unoccupied,  has  nll'd  the  void  fo  well, 
And  made  fo  fparkling  what  was  dark  before. 
But  thefe  are  not  his  glory.     Man,  'tis  true, 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  fo  fair  a  fcene, 
Might  well  fuppofe  th'  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himfelf 
Pronounc'd  it  tranfient,  glorious  as  it  is, 
And,  ftill  dcfigning  a  more  glorious  far, 
Doom'd  it  as  infufficient  for  his  praife. 
Thefe,  therefore,  are  occafional,  and  pafs  j 
Form'd  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool, 
Whofe  lyeing  heart  dtfputes  againft  a  God ; 
That  office  ferv'd,  they  rmift  be  fwept  away. 
Not  fo  the  labours  of  his  love :  they  fliine 
In  other  heav'ns  than  thefe  that  we  behold, 
And  fade  not.    There  is  paradife  that  fears 
No  forfeiture,  and  of  its  fruits  he  fends 
Large  prelibation  oft  to  faints  below. 
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Of  thefe  the  firft  in  order,  and  the  pledge 
And  confident  affurance  of  the  reft, 
Is  liberty : — a  flight  into  his  arms 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  threads  give  way, 
A  clear  efcape  from  tyrannizing  luft, 
And  full  immunity  from  penal  woe. 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man, 
Stripes  and  a  dungeon ;  and  his  body  ferves 
The  triple  purpofe.     In  that  fickly,  foul, 
Opprobrious  residence,  he  finds  them  all. 
Propenfe  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  filly  dotage  on  created  things, 
Carelefs  of  their  Creator.     And  that  low 
And  fordid  gravitation  of  his  pow'rs 
To  a  vile  clod  fo  draws  him,  with  fuch  force 
Refiftlefs  from  the  centre  he  mould  feek, 
That  he  at  laft  forgets  it.     All  his  hopes 
Tend  downward)  his  ambition  is  to  fink, 
To  reach  a  depth  profounder  ftill,  and  ftili 
Profounder,  in  the  fathomlefs  abyfs 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  purfuit  of  death. 
But,  ere  he  gain  the  comfortlcfs  repofe 
He  feeks,  and  acquiefcence  of  his  foul, 
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In  heav'n-renouncing  exile,  he  endures — 
What  does  he  not  ?  from  lufts  oppos'd  in  vain, 
And  felf-reproaching  confidence.     He  forefees 
The  fatal  ilfue  to  his  health,  fame,  peace, 
Fortune,  and  dignity;  the  lofs  of  all 
That  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  frail  life, 
Short  as  it  is,  fupportable.     Still  worfe, 
Far  worfe  than  all  the  plagues  with  which  his  fins 
Infe6l  his  happiell  moments,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopelefs  mis'ry.     Future  death, 
And  death  ilill  future.     Not  an  hafty  ftroke, 
Like  that  which  fends  him  to  the  dufty  grave } 
But  unrepealable  enduring  detah ! 
Scripture  is  ftill  a  trumpet  to  his  fears : 
What  none  can  prove  a  forg'ry,  may  be  true; 
What  none  but  bad  men  wifli  exploded,  mull. 
That  fcruple  checks  him.     Riot  is  not  loud, 
Nor  drunk  enough  to  drown  it.     In  the  midli 
Of  laughter  his  compunctions  are  fincere; 
And  he  abhors  the  jett  by  which  he  mines. 
Remorfe  begets  reform.     His  mailer-lull 
Falls  riril  before  his  refolute  rebuke, 
And  feems  dethron'd  and  vatujuilh'd.  Peace  enfues, 
But  fpurious  and  ihorl-liv'd  5  the  puny  child 
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Of  felf-congratulating  pride,  begot 
On  fancied  innocence.     Again  he  falls, 
And  fights  again ;  but  finds  his  beft  cilhy 
A  prefage  ominous,  portending  ftill 
Its  own  difhonour  by  a  worfe  relapfe. 
Till  Nature,  unavailing  nature,  foil'd 
So  oft,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Scoffs  at  her  own  performance.     Reafon  now 
Takes  part  with  appetite,  and  pleads  the  caufe, 
Perverfely,  which  of  late  fhe  fo  condemn'd  j 
With  /hallow  Ihifts  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tatt.er'd  in  the  fervice  of  debauch, 
Cov'ring  his  fliame  from  his  offended  u^ht. 

"  Hath  God  indeed  giv'n  appetites  to  man, 
"  And  ftor'd  the  earth  fo  plenteoufly  with  means 
"  To  gratify  the  hunger  of  his  with. ; 
"  And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  will  he  damn, 
"  The  ufe  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  firft 
"  So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws 
"  So  ftria,  that  lefs  than  perfect  muft  defpair  ? 
"  Falfehood  !  which  whofo  but  fufpcfts  of  truth 
"  Di  (honours  God,  and  makes  a  flave  of  man. 
"  Do  they  themfelvcs,  who  undertake  for  hire 
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"  The  teacher's  office,  and  difpenfe  at  large 

'•  Their  weekly  dole  of  edifying  tfrains, 

"  Attend  to  their  own  mufic  ?  have  they  faith 

'«  In  what  with  fuch  folemnity  of  tone 

"  And  gefture  they  propound  to  our  belief  ? 

"  Nay— con  dud  hath  the  loudefl  tongue.  The  voice 

"  Is  but  an  inltrument,  on  which  the  prieft 

"  May  play  what  tune  he  pleafes.     In  the  deed, 

"  The  unequivocal  authentic  deed, 

"  We  find  found  argument,  we  read  the  heart." 

Such  reas'nings  (if  that  name  muft  need  belong 
T*  excufes  in  which  reafon  has  no  part) 
Serve  to  compofe  a  fpirit  well  inclin'd 
To  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice, 
And  fin  without  difturbance.     Often  urg'd, 
(As  often  as  libidinous  difcourfe 
Exhaufied,  he  reforts  to  folemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  grave  import) 
They  gain  at  laft  his  unreferv'd  atfent j 
Till,  harden'd  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  luft,  and  on  the  anvil  of  defpair, 
He  flights  the  ftrokes  of  con  fcience.  Nothing  moves, 
Or  nothing  much,  his  conftancy  in  ill ; 
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Vain  tamp'ring  has  but  fofter'd  his  difeafe ; 
'Tis  defp'rate,  and  he  fleeps  the  fleep  of  death! 
Haile  now,  philofopher,  and  fet  him  free. 
Charm  the  deaf  ferpent  wifely.     Make  him  hear 
Of  re6titude  and  fitnefs,  moral  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  fenfe  how  fure, 
Confulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  fteps 
Dire&ly  to  the  FIRST  AND  ONLY  FAIR. 
Spare  not  in  fuch  a  caufe.     Spend  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  rant  and  rhapfody  in  virtue's  praife  : 
Be  moft  fublimely  good,  verbofely  grand, 
And  with  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  profe, 
Till  it  out-mantle  all  the  pride  of  verfe. — 
Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high  founding  brafs, 
Smitten  in  vain  !  fuch  mufic  cannot  charm 
Th'  eclipfe  that  intercepts  truth's  heav'nly  beam, 
And  chills  and  darkens  a  wide-wand'ring  foul. 
The  STILL  SMALL  VOICE  is  wanted.  He  muft  fpeak, 
\Vhofe  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  its  effeft ; 
Who  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Grace  makes  the  flave  a  freeman.    'Tis  a  change 
That  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  fpeech 
And  ftately  tone  of  moralifts,  who  boait 
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As  if,  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 
They  had  indeed  ability  to  frnooth 
The  fhag  of  favage  nature,  and  were  each 
An  Orpheus,  and  omnipotent  in  fong  : 
But  transformation  of  apoftate  man 
From  fool  to  wife,  from  earthly  to  divine, 
Is  work  for  Him  that  made  him.     He  alone, 
And  he  by  means  in  philofophic  eyes 
Trivial  and  worthy  of  difdain,  achieves 
The  wonder  j  humanizing  what  is  brute 
In  the  loft  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 
Of  afps  their  venom,  overpow'ring  itrength 
By  weakneis,  and  hoftility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toil'd,  and  in  their  country's  caufe 
Bled  nobly;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deferve, 
Receive  proud  recompenfe.     We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  fvveet  lyre.    Th'  hiftoric  mufe, 
Proud  of  the  treafure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  lateft  times ;  and  fculpture,  in  her  turn, 
Gives  bond  in  itone  and  ever-during  bra  is 
To  guard  them,  and  t'  immortalize  her  trull : 
But  fairer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid, 
To  tliofc  \vho,  pofted  at  the  flirine  of  truth, 
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Have  fall'n  in  her  defence.     A  patriot's  blood, 

Well  fpent  in  ftich  a  ftrife,  may  earn  indeed, 

And  for  a  time  enfure,  to  bis  lov'd  land 

The  fvveets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws ; 

But  martyrs  ilruggle  for  a  brighter  prize, 

And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  blood  is  (lied 

In  confirmation  of  the  nobleft  claim — 

Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth, 

To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  free, 

To  foar,  and  to  anticipate  the  Ikies ! 

Yet  few  remember  them.     They  liv'd  unknown 

Till  perfecution  dragg'd  them  into  fame, 

And  chas'd  them  up  to  heav'n.     Their  ames  flew 

— No  marble  tells  us  whither.    With  their  names 

No  bard  embalms  and  ian&ifies  his  fong  : 

And  hiftory,  fo  warm  on  meaner  themes, 

Is  cold  on  this.     She  execrates  indeed 

The  tyranny  that  doom'd  them  to  the  fire, 

But  gives  the  glorious  fuff'rers  little  praife*. 

He  is  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  makes  free, 
And  all  are  flaves  befide.    There's  not  a  chain 

*  See  Hume, 
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That  hellifh  foes,  confed'rate  for  his  harm, 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  cafts  it  off 
With  as  much  eafe  as  Samfon  his  green  wyths. 
He  lqoks_abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and,  though  poor  perhaps  compar'd 
With  thofe  whofe  mansions  glitter  in  his  fight, 
Calls^the  delightful  fcen'ry  all  his  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  vallics  his, 
And  the  refplendent  rivers.     His  t'  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  fee], 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  infpir'd, 
Can  lift  to  heaven  an  unprefumptuous  eye, 
And  fnnling  fay — "  My  Father  made  them  all !" 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  right, 
And  by  an  emphafis  of  int'red  his, 
Whofe  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy, 
Whofe  heart  with  praife,  and  whofe  exalted  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love 
That  plann'd,  and  built,  and  ftill  upholds,  a  world 
So  cloth'd  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yes — ye  may  fill  your  garners,  ye  that  reap 
The  loaded  foil,  and  ye  may  wafte  much  good 
In  fenfelefs  riot;  but  ye  will  not  find, 
In  feait  or  in  the  chafe,  in  fong  or  dance, 
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A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 

Of  ufurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong, 

Appropriates  nature  as  his  father's  work, 

And  lus  a  richer  ufe  of  your's  than  you. 

He  is  indeed  a  freeman.     Free  by  birth 

Of  no  mean  city;  plann'd  or  ere  the  hills 

Were  built,  the  fountains  open'd,  or  the  fea 

With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 

His  freedom  is  the  fame  in  ev'ry  ftate ; 

And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  life, 

So  manifold  in  cares,  whofe  ev'ry  day 

Brings  its  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  lefs : 

For  he  has  wings  that  neither  ficknefs,  pain, 

Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 

No  nook  fo  narrow  but  he  fpreads  them  there 

With  eaie,  and  is  at  large.     Th'  oppreffor  holds 

His  body  bound  j  but  knows  not  what  a  range 

His  fpirit  takes,  unconfcious  of  a  chain  j 

And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt 

Whom  God  delights  in,  and  in  whom  he  dwells. 

Acquaint  thyfelf  with  God,  if  thou  would'ft  tafte 
His  works.     Admitted  once  to  his  embrace, 
Thou  (halt  perceive  that  thou  waft  blind  before: 
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Thine  eye  (hall  be  inflru&ed  ;  and  thine  heart, 

Made  pure,  fliall  relifh,  with  divine  delight 

Till  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought. 

Brutes  graze  the  mountain-top,  with  faces  prone 

And  eyes  intent  upon  the  fcanty  herb 

It  yields  them;   or,  recumbent  on  its  brow, 

Ruminate  heedlefs"  of  the  fcene  outfpread 

Beneath,  beyond,  and  ftretching  far  away 

From  inland  regions  to  the  diftant  main. 

Man  views  it,  and  admires;  but  refls  content 

With  what  he  views.  The  landfcape  has  his  praife, 

But  not  its  author.     Unconcern'd  who  form'd 

The  paradife  he  fees,  he  finds  it  fuch, 

And  fuch  well-pleas'd  to  find  it,  afks  no  more. 

Not  fo  the  mind  that  has  been  touch'd  from  heav'n, 

And  in  the  fchool  of  facred  wifdom  taught 

To  read  his  wonders,  in  whofe  thought  the  world, 

Fair  as  it  is,  exifted  ere  it  was. 

Not  for  its  own  fake  merely,  but  for  his 

Much  more  who  faihion'd  it,  he  gives  it  praife; 

Praife  that,  from  eatth  refulting,  as  it  ought, 

To  earth's  acknowledg'd  fov'reign,  finds  at  once 

Its  only  juft  proprietor  in  Him. 

The  foul  that  fees  him,  or  receives  fublim d 
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New  faculties,  or  learns  at  leait  t'  employ 

More  worthily  the  pow'rs  (he  own'd  before, 

Difcerns  in  all  things,  what  with  flupid  gaze 

Of  ignorance,  till  then  flie  overlonk'd — 

A  ray  of  heav'nly  light,  gilding  all  forms 

Terreftrial  in  the  vaft  and  the  minute ; 

The  unambiguous  footfteps  of  the  God 

Who  gives  its  luftrc  to  an  infe&'s  wing, 

And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 

Much  converfant  with  heav'n,  fhe  often  holds 

With  thofe  fair  miniiters  of  light  to  man, 

That  fill  the  ikies  nightly  ..with.  iHaH.jjomp* 

Sweet  conference.    Inquires  what  {trains  were  they 

With  which  heav'n  rang,  when  ev'ry  fiar,  in  haile 

To  gratulate  the  new- created  earth, 

Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  nil  the  fons  of  God 

Shouted  for  joy. — "  Tell  me,  ye  {Lining  holts, 

"  That  navigate  a  fea  that  knows  no  {forms, 

"  Beneath  a  vault  unfullied  with  a  cloud, 

"  If  from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 

"  Diftin&ly  fcenes  invifible  to  man, 

"  And  fyftems  of  whofe  birth  no  tidings  yet 

"  Have  reach'd  this  nether  world,  ye  fpy  a  race 

"  Favour'd  as  our's;  tranfgreffors  from  the  womb, 
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"  And  hafling  to  a  grave,  yet  doom'd  to  rife, 

"  And  to  pofiefs  a  brighter  heav'n  than  your's? 

"  As  one  who  long  detain'd  on  foreign  ihores 

"  Pants  to  return,  and  when  he  fees  afar 

«'  Hiscountry's  weather-bleech'dandbatter'd rocks, 

"  From  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 

"  Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land; 

"  So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold, 

"  And  many  an  aching  wifli,  your  beamy  fires, 

«  That  (how  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyfs, 

"  Ordain'd  to  guide  th'  embodied  fpirit  home 

"  From  toilfome  life  to  never-ending  reft. 

"  Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.     I  feel  delires 

"  That  give^lTurauce  of  their  own  fuccefs, 

"  And  that,  infus'd  from  heav'n,  muft  thither  tend." 

^J>ojea,sli_h«  «at«re  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.     Thy  lamp,  myfterious  word! 
Which  whofo  fees  no  longer  wanders  loft, 
With  intcllecls  bemaz'd  in  cndlefs  doubt, 
But  runs  the  road  of  wifdom.     Thou  haft  built, 
Wiih  mean-;  that  were  not  till  by  thee  employM, 
Worlds  that  had  never  been  hadft  thou  in  tlrength 
Been  lefs,  or  lefs  benevolent  than  ftrong. 

VOL.   II.  O 
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They  are  thy  witness,  who  fpeak  thy  pow'r 

And  goodnefs  infinite,  but  fpeak  in  ears 

That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report. 

In  vain  thy  creatures  teftify  of  thee 

Till  thou  proclaim  thyfelf.     Their's  is  indeed 

A  teaching  voice ;  but  'tis  the  praife  of  thine 

That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  learn, 

And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  its  ufe. 

Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 

Poffef?  the  heart,  and  fables  falfe  as  hell ; 

Yet,  deem'd  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 

The  uninform'd  and  heedlefs  fouls  of  men. 

We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourfelves  as  blind, 

The  glory  of  thy  work  ;  which  yet  appears 

Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame, 

Challenging  human  fcrutiny,  and  prov'd 

Then  fkilful  moil  when  moft  feverely  judg'd. 

But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thou  reign'ft : 

Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  pow'r 

(If  pow'r  fhe  be  that  works  but  to  confound) 

To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 

Yet  thus  we  dote,  refufmg  while  we  can 

Inftruclion,  and  inventing  to  ourfelves 

Gods  fuch  as  guilt  makes  welcome ;  gods  that  fleep, 
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Or^difregard  our  follies,  or  that  fit 
Amus'd  fpe&ators  of  this  buttling  ftage. 
Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 
Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure ; 
Made  fuch  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  caufe 
For  which  we  fhunn'd  and  hated  thee  before. 
Then  we  are  free.     Then  liberty,  like  day, 
Breaks  on  the  foul,  and  by  a  flafli  from  heav'n 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 
A  voice  is  heard  that  mortal  ears  hear  not 
Till  thou  haft  touch'd  them;  'tis  the  voice  of  fu:;<r — 
A  loud  hofanna  fcnt  from  all  thy  works ; 
Which  he  that  hears  it  with  a  lliout  repeats, 
And  adds  his  rapture  to  the  gen'ral  praile. 
In  that  bleft  moment  Nature,  throwing  wide 
Hex.  veil  opaque,  difcloies  with  a  fmilc 
Th&Autbor  of  her  beauties,  who.  retir'd 
Behind  his  owu  creation,  works  unfeen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  pow'r  denied. 
Thou  art  the  fource  and  centre  of  all  mind*, 
Their  only  point  of  reft,  eternal  Word ! 
From  thee  departing,  they  arc  loft,  and  rove 
At  random,  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  thee  is  all  that  fooths  the  life  of  man, 
O  2 
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His  high  endeavour,  and  his  glad  fuccefs, 
His  ftrength  to  f  uffer,  and  his  will  to  ferve. 
But  oh  thou  bounteous  giver  of  all  good, 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyfelf  the  crown ! 
Give  what  thou  canft,  without  thee  we  are  poor; 
And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 
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THERE  is  in  fouls  a  fympathy  with  founds ; 
And,  as  the  mind  is  pitch'd,  the  ear  is  pleas'd 
With  melting  airs,  or  martial,  briik,  or  grave : 
Some  chord  in  unifon  with  what  we  hear 
Is  touch'd  within  us,  and  the  heart  replies. 
How  foft  the  mufic  of  thofe  village  bells, 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 
In  cadence  fweet,  now  dying  all  away, 
Now  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  ftill, 
Clear  and  fonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on ! 
"With  eafy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 
Where  mem'ry  ilcpt.     Wherever  I  have  heard 
A  kindred  melody,  the  fcene  recurs, 
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And  with  it  all  its  pleafures  and  its  pains. 
Such  comprehenfive  views  the  fpirit  takes, 
That  in  a  few  ihort  moments  I  retrace 
(As  in  a  map  the  voyager  his  courfe) 
The  windings  of  my  way  through  many  years. 
Short  as  in  retrofpect  the  journey  feems, 
It  feem'd  not  always  Ihort ;  the  rugged  path, 
And  profpeft  oft  fo  dreary  and  forlorn, 
Mov'd  many  a  figh  at  its  difheart'ning  length. 
Yet,  feeling  prefent  evils,  while  the  paft 
Faintly  imprefs  the  mind,  or  not  at  all, 
How  readily  we  wifli  time  fpent  revok'd, 
That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 
(Through  inexperience,  as  we  now  perceive) 
We  mifs'd  that  happinefs  we  might  have  found  ! 
Some  friend  is  gone,  perhaps  his  fon's  bell  friend  ! 
A  father,  whofe  authority,  in  ihow 
When  moft  fevere,  and  muft'ring  all  its  force, 
Was  but  the  graver  countenance  of  love  ; 
Whofe  favour,like  the  clouds  of  fpring,  might  low'r, 
And  utter  now  and  then  an  awful  voice, 
But  had  a  bleffing  in  its  darkeft  frown, 
Threat'ning  at  once  and  nourishing  the  plant. 
We  lov'd,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hand 
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That  rear'd  us.     At  a  thoughtlefs  age,  allur'd 

By  ev 'ry  gilded  folly,  we  rcnounc'd 

His  (belt 'ring  fide,  and  wilfully  forewent 

That  converfe  which  we  now  in  vain  regret. 

How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 

The  boy's  neglected  fire  !  a  mother  too, 

That  fofter  friend,  perhaps  more  gladly  ftill, 

Might  he  demand  them  at  the  gates  of  death. 

Sorrow  has,  fince  they  went,  fubdu'd  and  tam'd 

The  playful  humour ;  he  could  now  endure, 

(Himfelf  grown  fober  in  the  vale  of  tears) 

And  feel  a  parent's  prefence  no  reftraint. 

But  not  to  underftand  a  treasure's  worth 

Till  time  has  ftol'n  away  the  flighted  good, 

Is  caufe  of  half  the  poverty  we  fed, 

And  makes  the  world  the  wildernefs  it  is. 

The  few  that  pray  at  all  pray  oft  amifs, 

And,  feeking  grace  t'  improve  the  prize  they  hold, 

Would  urge  a  wifer  fuit  than  aiking  more. 

The  night  was  winter  in  his  rougheft  mood; 
The  morning  lliarp  and  clear.     But  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  fouthern  fide  of  the  flant  hills, 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  blalt, 
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The  feafon  fmiles,  refigning  all  its  rage, 
And  has  the  warmth  of  May.     The  vault  is  blue 
Without  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  fpeck 
The  dazzling  fplendour  of  the  fcene  below. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  vale  5 
And  through  the  trees  I  view  th'  embattled  tow'r 
Whence  all  the  mufic.     I  again  perceive 
The  foothing  influence  of  the  wafted  ilrains, 
And  fettle  in  foft  mufings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  ftill  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms, 
Whofe  outfpread  branches  overarch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  though  moveable  through  all  its  length 
As  the  wind  fways  it,  has  yet  well  fuffic'd, 
And,  intercepting  in  their  filent  fall     .^ 
The  frequent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noife  is  here,  or  none  that  hinders  thought. 
The  redbreaft  warbles  ftill,  but  is  content 
With  flender  notes,  and  more  than  half  fupprefs'd : 
Pleas'd  with  his  folitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  fpray  to  fpray,  where'er  he  refts  he  (hakes 
From  many  a  twig  the  pendent  drops  of  ice, 
That  tinkle  in  the  wither'd  leaves  below. 
Stillnefs,  accompanied  with  founds  fo  foft, 
Charms  more  than  rilence.     Meditation  here 
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May  think  down  hours  to  moments.  Here  the  heart 
May  give  an  ufeful  leffon  to  the  head, 
And  learning  wifer  grow  without  his  books. 
Knowledge  and  wifdoin,  far  from  beiug  one,      'y" 
Have  oft-times  no  connexion.    Knowledge  dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men  j 
Wifdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 
Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  niafs, 
The  mere  materials  with  which  wiidom  builds, 
Till  fmooth'd  and  fquar'd  and  fitted  to  its  place, 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  feems  t'  enrich. 
Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  Las  learn'd  fo  much  j 
"SVifdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 
Books  arc  not  feldom  talifraans  and  fpells, 
By  which  the  magic  art  of  flirewder  wits 
Holds  an  unthinking  multitude  enthrall'd. 
.Some  to  the  fafcination  of  a  name 
Surrender  judgment,  hood-wink'd.  ( Some  the  ftylc 
Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds    . 
Of  error  leads  them  by  a  tune  entranc'd. 
While  iloth  feduces  more,  too  weak  to  brar 
The  infupportable  fatigue  of  thought, 
And  fwallowing,  therefore,  without  panic  or  choice, 
The  total  grift  unfitted,  hulks  and  all. 
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But  trees,  and  rivulets  whofe  rapid  courfe 
Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer, 
And  ilieep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs, 
And  lanes  in  which  the  primrofe  ere  her  time 
Peeps  through  the  mofs  that  clothes  the  hawthorn 

i/     root, 

Deceive  no  ftudent.     "Wifdom  there,  and  truth, 
Not  fhy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won 
By  flow  folicitation,  feize  at  once 
The  roving  thought,  and  fix.it  on  themfelyes. 

What  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perform 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year,        •••"*"/  I 
And  all  in  fight  of  inattentive  man  ? 
Familiar  with  th'  efFecl  we  flight  the  caufe, 
And,  in  the  conftancy  of  nature's  courfe, 
The  regular  return  of  genial  months, 
And  renovation  of  a  faded  world, 
See  nought  to  wonder  at.     Should  God  again, 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undeviating  and  punclual  fun, 
How  would  the  world  admire  !  but  fpcaks  it  lefs 
An  agency  divine,  to  make  him  know 
His  moment  when  to  link  and  when  to  rife, 
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Age  after  age,  than  to  arreft  his  courfe  ? 
All  we  behold  is  miracle ;  but,  feen 
So  duly,  all  is  miracle  in  vain. 
WhejsjiQW  the  vital  energy  that  mov'd, 
While  fummer  was,  the  pure  and  fubtile  lymph 
Through  th'  imperceptible  meand'ring  veins 
Of  leaf  and  flow'r  ?   It  fleep?;  and  th'  icy  touch 
Of  unprolific  winter  has  iinprefs'd 
A  cold  ftagnation  on  th'  inteftine  tide. 
But  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  fhort  months, 
And  all  lhall  be  reftor'd.     Thefe  naked  moots, 
J3arren_as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 
Makes  wintry  mufic,  fighing  as  it  goes, 
Shall  put  their  graceful  foliage  on  again, 
And,  more  afpiring,  and  with  ampler  fpread, 
Shall  boaft  new  charms,  and  more  than  they  have 

loft. 

Then,  each  in  its  peculiar  honours  clad, 
Shall  publifh,  even  to  the  diltant  eye, 
Its  family  and  tribe.     Labcrnum,  rich 
In  ftreaming  gold;   fyringa,  iv'ry  pure; 
The  fcentlefs  and  the  icnited  rofe ;  this  red 
And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  *  other  tall, 

»  The  G'jcldcr-rofc. 
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And  throwing  up  into  the  darkeft  gloom 
Of  neighboring  cyprefs,  or  more  fable  yew, 
Her  filver  globes,  light  as  the  foamy  furf 
That  the  wind  fevers  from  the  broken  wave  j 
The  lilac,,  various  in  array,  now  white, 
Now  fanguine,  and  her  beauteous  heatl  now  fet 
With  purple  fpikes  pyramidal,  as  if, 
Studious  of  ornament,  yet  nnrefolv'd 
Which  hue  (he  moft  approv'd,  fhe  chofe  them  all; 
Copious  of  flow'rs  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan, 
But  well  compenfating  her  iick'ly  looks 
With  never-cloying  odours,  early  and  late  ; 
Hypericum,  all  bloom,  fo  thick  a  fwarm 
Of  flow'rs,  like  flies  clothing  her  flender  rods, 
That  fcarce  a  leaf  appears  ;  mezerion,  too, 
'Though  leaflefs,  well  attir'd,  and  thick  befet 
With  blufhing  wreaths,  inverting  ev'ry  fpray ; 
Althaea  with  the  purple  eye ;  the  broom, 
Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloy'd, 
Her  bloffoms  ;  and,  luxuriant  above  all, 
The  jafmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  fweets, 
The  deep  dark  green  of  whofe  unvarnifh'd  leaf 
Makes  more  confpicuous,  and  illumines  more 
The  bright  profufion  of  her  fcatter'd  ftars.— 
Thefe  have  been,- and  thefe  fhall  be  in  their  day; 
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And  all  this  uniform,  uncolour'd  fcene, 
Shall  be  difmantled  of  its  fleecy  load, 
And  flum  into  variety  again. 
From  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life, 
Is  Nature's  progrefs,  when  fhe  lectures  man 
In  heav'nly  truth  ;  evincing,  as  fhe  makes 
The  grand  tranfition,  thatjthere  lives  and  works    ^s 
A_fpul  in  all  things,  and  that  foul  is  God. 
The  beauties  of  the  wildernefs  are  his, 
That  make  fo  gay  the  folitary  place 
Where  no  eye  fees  them.     And  the  fairer  forms 
That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 
He  fets  the  bright  proceflion  on  its  way, 
^jLad-rrnTfTHals  all  the  order  of  the  yearj 
1  it-  marks  the  bounds  which  winter  may  not  pafs. 
And  blunts  his  pointed  fury;  in  its  cafe, 
Ruflet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  germ, 
Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 
And,  ere  one  flow'ry  feafon  fades  and  dies, 
Defigns  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next. 

Some  fay  that,  in  the  origin  of  things, 
When  all  creation  ftarted  into  birth, 
The  infant  elements  receiv'd  a  law, 
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From  which  they  fwerve  not  iince.  That  under  force 

Of  that  controuling  ordinance  they  move, 

And  need  not  his  immediate  hand,  who  firft 

Prefcrib'd  their  courfe,  to  regulate  it  now. 

Thus  dream  they,  and  contrive  to  fave  a  God 

Th'  incumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  fpare 

The  great  Artificer  of  all  that  moves 

The  ftrefs  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 

Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care, 

As  too  laborious  and  fevere  a  talk. 

So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  feems, 

To  fpan  omnipotence,  and  meafure  might, 

That  knows  no  meafure,  by  the  fcanty  rule 

And  ftandard  of  his  own,  that  is  to-day, 

And  is  not  ere  to-rnorrow's  fun  go  down ! 

But  how  mould  matter  occupy  a  charge 

Dull  as  it  is,  and  fatisfy  a  law 

So  vail  in  its  demands,  unlefs  impell'd 

To  ceafelefs  fervice  by  a  ceafelefs  force, 

And  under  preffure  of  fome  confcious  caufe  ? 

The  Lord  of  all,  himfelf  through  all  diffus'd, 

Suftains,  and  is  the  life  of  all  that  lives. 

Nature  is  but  a  name  for  an  erFecl:, 

Whofe  caufe  is  God.     He  feeds  the  fecret  fire 
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By  which  the  mighty  procefs  is  maintain'd, 
Who  ileeps  not,  is  not  weary;  in  whofe  fight 
Slow-circling  ages  are  as  tranfient  days  ; 
Whofe  work  is  without  labour ;  whole  defigns 
No  flaw  deforms,  no  difficulty  thwarts; 
And  whofe  beneficence  no  charge  exhaufts. 
Him  blind  antiquity  profan'd,  not  ferv'd, 
With  felf-taught  rites,  and  under  various  names, 
Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 
And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus;  peopling  earth 
With  tutelary  goddeffes  and  gods 
That  were  not;  and  commending,  as  they  would, 
To  each  fome  province,  garden,  field,  or  grove. 
But  all  are  under  one.     One  fpirit — His 
Who  wore  theplatted  thorns  with  bleeding  brows — 
P«.ules  univerfal  nature.     Not  a  tlow'r 
Kut  fhows  fome  touch,  in  freckle,  ftreak,  or  It.iiii, 
Of  his  unrivall'd  pencil.     He  infpires 
Their  balmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  hues, 
And  bathes  their  eyes  with  nectar,  znd  includes, 
In  grains  as  countlefs  as  the  fea-fide  finds, 
The  forms  with  which  he  fprinkles  all  the  earth. 
Happy  who  walks  with  him!  whom  what  he  finds 
Of  flavour  or  of  fcent  in  fruit  or  flowV, 

VOL.  II.  P 
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Or  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 

In  nature,  from  the  broad  majeftic  oak 

To  the  green  blade  that  twinkles  in  the  fun, 

Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  prefent  God  ! 

His  prefence,  who  made  all  fo  fair,  perceiv'd, 

Makes  all  tiill  fairer.     As  with  him  no  fcene 

Is  dreary,  fo  with  him  all  feafons  pleafe. 

Though  winter  had  been  none,  had  man  been 'true, 

And  earth  be  punifh'd  for  its  tenant's  fake, 

Yet  not  in  vengeance ;  as  this  fmiling  iky, 

So  foon  fucceeding  fuch  an  angry  night, 

And  thefe  dilfolving  fnows,  and  this  clear  ftream 

Reeov'ring  fart  its  liquid  mufic,  prove. 

Who  then,  that  has  a  mind  well  ftrung  and  tun'd 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  reach 
A  fcene  fo  friendly  to  his  fav'rite  talk, 
Would  waite  attention  at  the  chequer'd  boajd, 
His  hoft  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  counter-marching,  with  an  eye 
As  fixt  as  marble,  with  a  forehead  ridg'd 
And  furrow'd  into  ftorms,  and  with  a  hand 
Trembling,  as  if  eternity  were  hung 
In  balance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? — 
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Nor  envies  he  aught  more  their  idle  fport, 
Who  pant  with  application  mifapplied 
To  trivial  toys,  and,  pulhing  iv'ry  balls 
Acrofs  a  velvet  level,  feel  a  joy 
Akin  to  rapture  when  the  bawble  finds 
Its  detfin'd  goal,  of  difficult  accels. — 
Nor  deems  he  wifer  him,  who  gives  his  noon 
To  mils,  the  mercer's  plague,  from  fliop  to  (hop 
Wand'ring,  and  litt'ring  with  unfolded  iilks 
The  polilh'd  counter,  and  approving  none, 
Or  promifing  with  fmiles  to  call  again. — 
Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  feduc'd, 
And  footh'd  into  a  dream  that  he  difcerns 
The  difFrence  of  a  Guido  from  a  daub, 
Frequents  the  crowded  auction  :  ftation'd  there 
As  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  inow, 
"With  glais  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand, 
And  tongue  accompliili'd  in  the  fulibme  cant 
And  pedantry  that  coxcombs  learn  with  eale ; 
Oft  as  the  price-deciding  hammer  falls 
He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  hU  box, 
Swears  'tis  a  bargain,  nils  at  his  hard  fate 
Thr.t  l.e  has  let  it  pafs — but  never  bids! 


P  2 


212  THE       TASK.  BOOK  VI. 

Here,  unmolefted,  through  whatever  fign 
The  fun  proceeds,  I  wander.     Neither  mift, 
Nor  freezing  Iky  nor  fultry,  checking  me, 
Nor  ftranger  intermeddling  with  my  joy. 
Ev'n  in  the  fpring  and  play-time  of  the  year, 
That  calls  th'  unwonted  villager  abroad 
With  all  her  little  ones,  a  fportive  train, 
To  gather  king-cups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daifies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholefome  fallad  from  the  brook, 
Thefe  ihades  are  all  my  own.     The  tim'rous  hare, 
Grown  fo  familiar  with  her  frequent  gneft, 
Scarce  fhuns  me;  and  the  flock-dove,  unalarm'd, 
Sits  cooing  in  the  pine-tree,  nor  fufpends 
sHis  long  love-ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
Drawn  from  his  refuge  in  fome  lonely  elm 
That  age  or  injury  has  hollow'd  deep, 
Where,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves, 
He  has  outflept  the  winter,  ventures  forth 
To  frifk  awhile,  and  balk  in  the  warm  fun, 
The  fquirrcl,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play: 
He  fees  me,  and  at  once,  fwift  as  a  bird, 
Afcends  the  neighb'ring  beach;  there  whiiks  his 
brufh, 
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And  perks  his  ears,  and  (lamps  and  cries  aloud, 
With  all  the  prettinefs  of  feign'd  alarm, 
And  anger  infignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 
For  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
Of  fympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alike 
To  Jove  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleas'd 
With  light  of  animals  enjoying  life, 
Nor  feels  their  happinefs  augment  his  own. 
The  bounding  fawn,  that  darts  acrofs  the  glade 
When  none  purfues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart, 
And  fpirits  buoyant  with  excefs  of  glee ; 
The  horfe  as  wanton,  and  almoft  as  fleet, 
That  fkims  the  fpacious  meadow  at  full  fpeed, 
Then  flops  and  fnorts,  and,  throwing  high  his  heels, 
Starts  to  the  voluntary  race  again  ; 
The  very  kine  that  gambol  at  high  noon, 
The  total  herd  receiving  firft  from  one 
That  leads  the  dance  a  fummons  to  be  gay, 
Though  wild  their  ftrange  vagaries,  and  uncoutk 
Their  efforts,  yet  refolv'd  with  one  confcnt 
To  give  fuch  a6t  and  utt'rancc  as  they  may 
To  certify  too  big  to  be  fupprefs'd — 
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Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  images  of  blifs. 
With  which  kind  nature  graces  ev'ry  fcene 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  defign, 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wifh 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleafure  pleas'd, 
A  far  fuperior  happinefs  to  their's, 
The  comfort  of  a  reafonable  joy. 

Man  fcarce  had  ris'n,  obedient  to  his  call 
Who  form'd  him  from  the  duft,  his  future  grave, 
When  he  was  crown'd  as  never  king  was  fince. 
God  fet  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 
And  angel  choirs  attended.     Wond'ring  flood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  him  pafs'd, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  their  kind, 
The  creatures,  lummon'd  from  their  various  haunts 
To  fee  their  fov'reign,  and  confefs  his  fway. 
Vail  was  his  empire,  abfolute  his  pow'r, 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whofe  force 
Twas  his  fublimeft  privilege  to  feel 
And  own — the  law  of  univerfal  love. 
He  rul'd  with  meeknefs,  they  obey'd  with  joy; 
No  cruel  purpofe  lurk'd  within  his  heart, 
And  no  diftvuft  of  his  intent  in  their's. 
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So  Eden  was  a  icene  of  harmlefs  fport, 

Where  kindnefs  on  his  part  who  rul'd  the  whole 

Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all, 

And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  caufe  for  fear. 

But  fin  marr'd  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  man, 

That  fource  of  evils  not  exhaufted  yet, 

Was  punifli'd  with  revolt  of  his  from  him. 

Garden  of  God,  how  terrible  the  change 

Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  witnefs'dl  Ev'ry  heart, 

Each  animal  of  ev'ry  name,  conceiv'd 

A  jealoufy  and  an  inliin&ive  fear, 

And,  confcious  of  fome  danger,  either  fled 

Precipitate  the  loath'd  abode  of  man, 

Or  growl'd  defiance  in  fuch  angry  fort, 

As  taught  him,  too,  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 

Thus  harmony  and  family  accord 

Were  driv'n  from  Paradife ;  and  in  that  hour 

The  feeds  of  cruelty,  that  fince  have  fwell'd 

To  fuch  gigantic  and  enormous  growth, 

Were  fo\vn  in  human  nature's  fruitful  foil. 

Hence  date  the  perfecution  and  the  pain 

That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds, 

Regardlefs  of  their  plaints.     To  make  him  fport, 

To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  his  wrath, 
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Or  his  bafe  gluttony,  are  caufes  good 
And  juft,  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beaft 
Should  fuffer  torture,  and  the  ftreams  be  dyed 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impal'd. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  of  a  war 
Wag'd  with  defencelefs  innocence,  while  he, 
Not  fatisfied  to  prey  on  all  around, 
Adds  tenfold  bitternefs  to  death  by  pangs 
Needlefs,  and  firft  torments  ere  he  devours. 
Now  happieft  they  that  occupy  the  fcenes 
The  molt  remote  from  his  abhorr'd  refort, 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  earth, 
They  fear'd,  and,  as  his  perfect  image,  lov'd. 
The  wildernefs  is  their's,  with  all  its  caves, 
Its  hollow  glens,  its  thickets,  and  its  plains, 
Unvi  filed  by  man.     There  they  are  free, 
And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  uncontrol'd  5 
Nor  afk  his  leave  to  flumber  or  to  play. 
Wo  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 
Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain  ! 
The  lion  tells  him — I  am  monarch  here  ! 
And,  if  he  fpare  him,  fpares  him  on  the  terms 
Of  royal  mercy,  and  through  gen'rous  fcorn 
To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot. 
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In  meafure,  as  by  force  of  inftinct  drawn, 
Or  by  neceflity  conftrain'd,  they  live 
Dependent  upon  man ;  thofe  in  his  fields, 
Thefe  at  his  crib,  and  forae  beneath  his  roof. 
They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  fells  protection . — Witnefs  at  his  foot 
The  fpanicl  dying,  for  fome  venial  fault, 
Under  direction  of  the  knotted  Icourge — 
Witnefs  the  patient  ox,  with  (tripes  and  yells 
Driv'n  to  the  (laughter,  goaded,  as  he  runs, 
To  madnefs ;  while  the  favage  at  his  heels 
Laughs  at  the  frantic  fuff'rer's  fury,  fpent 
Upon  the  guiltlefs  paflenger  o'erthrowo. 
He,  too,  is  witnefs,  nobleft  of  the  train 
That  wait  on  man,  the  flight-performing  horfe: 
With  unfnfpecting  readinefs  he  takes 
His  murd'rer  on  his  back,  and,  pulh'd  all  day, 
With  bleeding  fides  and  flanks  that  heave  for  life, 
To  the  far-diftant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  (hows  who  needs  fo  much  ! 
Does  law,  fo  jealous'  in  the  caufe  of  man, 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent? — None. 
He  lives,  and  o'er  his  brimming  beaker 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  defert) 
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Th'  inglorious  feat,  and,  clamorous  in  praife 
Of  the  poor  brute,  feems  wifely  to  fuppofe 
The  honours  of  his  matchlefs  horfe  his  own  ! 
But  many  a  crime,  deem'd  innocent  on  earth, 
Is  regifter'd  in  heav'n  ;  and  thefe,  no  doubt, 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curfe  annex'd. 
Man  may  difmifs  compaflion  from  his  heart, 
But  God  will  never.     When  he  charg'd  the  Jew 
T'  affift  his  foe's  down-fallen  beaft  to  rife ; 
And  when  the  bufh-exploring  boy,  that  feiz'd 
The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free ; 
Prov'd  he  not  plainly  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  int'reft  all, 
All,  in  the  univerfal  Father's  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind, 
The  charter  was  conferr'd,  by  which  we  hold 
The  flefti  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 
O'er  all  we  feed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  inftrument,  and  mark  it  well : 
Th'  oppreffion  of  a  tyrannous  control 
Can  find  no  warrant  there.     Feed  then,  and  yield 
Thanks  for  thy  food.     Carnivorous,  through  fin, 
Feed  on  the  flain,  but  fpare  the  living  brute  ! 
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The  Governor  of  all,  himfelf  to  all 
So  bountiful,  in  whofe  attentive  ear 
The  unfledg'd  raven  and  the  lion's  whelp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unafluag'd,  has  interpos'd, 
Not  feldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  fmite 
Th1  injurious  trampler  upon  nature's  law, 
That  claims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute. 
He  hates  the  hardnefs  of  a  Balaam's  heart ; 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  ftrike 
The  blamelefs  animal,  without  rebuke, 
On  which  be  rode.     Her  opportune  oflence 
Sav'd  him,  or  th'  unrelenting  feer  had  died. 
He  fees  that  human  equity  is  flack 
To  interfere,  though  in  Ib  juft  a  caufe; 
And  makes  the  talk  his  own.     Inlpiring  dumb 
And  helplefs  viclims  with  a  fenfe  fo  keen 
Of  inj'ry,  with  fuch  knowledge  of  their  flreugth, 
And  fuch  fagacity  to  take  revenge, 
That  oft  the  beaft  has  feem'd  to  judge  the  man. 
An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale, 
By  one  of  found  intelligence  rehears'd, 
(If  fuch  who  plead  lor  Providence  may  feem 
In  modern  eyes)  (hall  make  the  dodrine  clear. — 
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Where  England,  ftretch'd  towards  the  fetting  fun, 
Narrow  and  long,  o'erlooks  the  weftern  wave, 
Dwelt  young  Mifagathus;  a  fcorner  he 
Of  God  and  goodnefs,  atheiit  in  orient, 
Vicious  in  a6t,  in  temper  favage-  fierce. 
He  journey'd ;  and  his  chance  was  as  he  went 
To  join  a  trav'ller,  of  far  different  note — 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years 
Deferving  honour,  but  for  wifdom  more. 
Fame  had  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  ftranger  to  the  manners  of  the  youth, 
Whofe  face,  too,  was  familiar  to  his  view. 
Their  way  was  on  the  margin  of  the  land, 
O'er  the  green  fummit  of  the  rocks,  whofe  bafe 
Beats  back  the  roaring  furge,  fcarce  heard  fo  high. 
The  charity  that  warm'd  his  heart  was  mov'd 
At  light  of  the  man-monfter.     With  a  fmile 
Gentle,  and  affable,  and  full  of  grace, 
As  fearful  of  offending  whom  he  wifti'd 
Much  to  perfuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  truths 
Not  harfhly  thunder'd  forth  or  rudely  prefs'd, 
But,  like  his  purpofe,  gracious,  kind,  and  fweet. 
"  And  doft  thou  dream,"  th'  impenetrable  man 
Exclaim'd,  "  that  me  the  lullabies  of  age, 
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"  And  fantafies  of  dotards,  fuch  as  thou, 

"  Can  cheat,  or  move  a  moment's  fear  in  me? 

"  Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thee,  that  the  brave 

"  Need  no  fuch  aids  as  fuperftition  lends 

"  To  fteel  their  hearts  againft  the  dread  of  death." 

He  fpoke,  and  to  the  precipice  at  hand 

Pufh'd  with  a  madman's  fury.     Fancy  ihrinks, 

And  the  blood  thrills  and  curdles,  at  the  thought 

Of  fuch  a  gulph  as  he  defign'd  his  grave. 

But,  though  the  felon  on  his  back  could  dare 

The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  his  fteed 

Declin'cl  the  death,  and  wheeling  fwiftly  round, 

Or  e'er  his  hoof  had  prefs'd  the  crumbling  verge, 

Baffled  his  rider,  fav'd  againft  his  will ! 

The  frenzy  of  the  brain  may  be  redrels'd 

By  med'cine  well  applied,  but  without  grace 

The  heart's  infanity  admits  no  cure. 

Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  have  reform'd 

His  horrible  intent,  again  he  fought 

Deftrudion.  with  a  zeal  to  be  deftroy'd, 

With  founding  whip,  and  rowels  died  in  blood. 

But  ftill  in  vain.    The  Providence,  that  meant 

A  longer  date  to  the  far  nobler  bead, 

Spar'd  yet  again  th'  ignobler,  for  his  fake. 
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And  now,  his  prowefs  prov'd,  and  his  fincere 

Incurable  obduracy  evinc'd, 

His  rage  grew  cool ;  and,  pleas'd  perhaps  t'  have 

earn'd 

So  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt, 
With  looks  of  fome  complacence  he  refum'd 
His  road,  deriding  much  the  blank  amaze 
Of  good  Evander,  flill  where  he  was  left 
Fixt  motionlefs,  and  petrified  with  dread. 
So  on  they  far'd.     Difcourfe  on  other  themes 
En fuing,  feem'd  t'  obliterate  the  paft; 
And,  tamer  far  for  fo  much  fury  fhown, 
(As  is  the  courfe  of  rath  and  fiery  men) 
The  rude  companion  fmil'd,  as  if  transform'd. 
But  'twas  a  transient  calm.     A  llorm  was  near, 
An  unfufpe&ed  florm.     His  hour  was  come. 
The  impious  challenger  of  Pow'r  divine 
Was  now  to  learn  that  Heav'n,  though  flow  to  wrath, 
Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 
His  horfe,  as  he  had  caught  his  matter's  mood, 
Snorting,  and  flatting  into  fudden  rage, 
Unbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  control'd, 
Rufti'd  to  the  cliff,  and,  having  reach'd  it,  flood. 
At  once  the  (hock  unfeated  him :  he  flew 
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Sheer  o'er  the  craggy  barrier ;  and,  immers'd 
Deep  in  the  flood,  found,  when  he  fought  it  not, 
The  death  he  had  deferv'd — and  died  alone  ! 
So  God  wrought  double  juftice ;  made  the  fool 
The  vidtim  of  his  own  tremendous  choice, 
And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  fafe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  lift  of  friends 
(Tho*  grac'd  with  poliuYd  manners  and  fine  fenfe, 
Yet  wanting  fenubility)  the  man 
Who  needleisly  fets  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  ftep  may  crufli  the  fnail 
That  crawls  at  ev'ning  in  the  public  path ; 
But  he  that  has  humanity,  forewarn'd, 
Will  tread  a  fide,  and  let  the  reptile  live. 
The  creeping  vermin,  loath fome  to  the  fight, 
And  charg'd  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 
A  vifitor  unwelcome,  into  fcenes 
Sacred  to  neatnefs  and  repofe — th'  alcove, 
The  chamber,  or  refedory — may  die : 
A  neceflary  aft  incurs  no  blame. 
NoTfo  when,  held  within  their  proper  bounds, 
And  guiltlefs  of  offence,  they  range  the  air, 
Or  take  their  paftime  in  the  fpacious  field: 
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There  they  are  privileg'd;  and  he  that  hunts 
Or  harms  them  there  is  guilty  of  a  wrong, 
Difturbs.tb'  economy  of  nature's  realm, 
"Who,  when  fhe  form'd,  defign'd  them  an  abode. 
The  fum  is  this. — If  man's  convenience,  health, 
Or  fafety,  interfere,  his  rights  and  claims 
Are  paramount,  and  mult  extinguifh  their's. 
Elfe  they  are  all — the  meaneft  things  that  are — 
As  free  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life, 
As  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  rirft, 
Who,  in  his  fov'reign  wifdom,  made  them  all. 
Ye,  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  fons 
To  love  it  too.     The  fpring-time  of  our  years 
Is  foon  difhonour'd  and  defil'd  in  moil 
By  budding  ills,  that  alk  a  prudent  hand 
To  check  them.     But,  alas  !  none  fooner  ihoots, 
If  unreftrain'd,  into  luxuriant  growth, 
Than  cruelty,  moft  dev'liih  of  them  all. 
Mercy  to  him  that  fhows  it,  is  the  rule 
And  righteous  limitation  of  its  ad, 
By  which  Heav'n  moves  in  pard'ning  guilty  man; 
And  he  that  mows  none,  being  ripe  in  years, 
And  confcious  of  the  outrage  he  commits, 
Shall  feek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn. 
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Diftinguifli'd  much  by  reafon,  and  frill  more 
By  our  capacity  of  grace  divine, 
Fiom  creatures  that  exift  but  for  our  fake, 
Which,  having  ferv'd  us,  perifli,  we  are  held 
Accountable ;  aud  God,  fome  future  day, 
Will  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  th'  abufe 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  truft. 
Superior  as  \ve  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  on  human  help  than  we  on  their's. 
Their  ftrength,  or  fpeed,  or  vigilance,  were  giv'a 
In  aid  of  our  defects.     In  fome  are  found 
Such  teachable  and  apprehenfive  parts, 
That  man's  attainments  in  his  own  concerns, 
Match 'd  with  th'  expertnefs  of  the  brute's  in  their's, 
Are  oft-times  vanquifh'd  and  thrown  far  behind. 
Some  Ihow  that  nice  fagacity  of  fmell, 
And  read  with  fuch  difcernment,  in  the  port 
And  figure  of  the  man,  his  fecret  aim, 
That  oft  we  owe  our  fafety  to  a  ikill 
We  could  not  teach,  and  muft  defpair  to  learn. 
But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  (loop 
To  quadrupcde  instructors,  many  a  good 
Aud  ufeful  quality,  and  virtue  too, 
Rarely  exemplified  among  ourfelvea. 
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Attachment  never  to  be  wean'd,  or  chang'd 
By  any  change  of  fortune ;  proof  alike 
Againft  unkindnefs,  abfence,  and  neglect; 
Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  move  or  warp;  and  gratitude  for  fmall 
And  trivial  favours,  lafting  as  the  life, 
And  glift'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Man  praifes  man.     Defert  in  arts  or  arms 
Wins  public  honour;  and  ten  thoufand  fit 
Patiently  prefent  at  a  facred  fong, 
Commemoration -mad;  content  to  hear 
(Oh  wonderful  effed  of  mufic's  pow'r !) 
Mefliah's  eulogy  for  Handel's  fake  ! 
But  lefs,  methinks,  than  facrilege  might  ferve — 
(For,  was  it  lefs,  what  heathen  would  have  dar'd 
To  ftrip  Jove's  ftatue  of  his  oaken  wreath, 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  lefs  might  ferve,  when  all  that  we  defign 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear, 
And  give  the  day  to  a  mulician's  praife. 
Remember  Handel  ?  Who,  that  was  not  born 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgets, 
Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age  ? 
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Yes — we  remember  him ;  and,  while  we  praife 
A  talent  fo  divine,  remember  too 
That  His  mod  holy  book  from  whom  it  came 
Was  never  meant,  was  never  us'd  before, 
To  buckram  out  the  mem'ry  of  a  man. 
But  hum ! — the  mufe  perhaps  is  too  fevere ; 
And,  with  a  gravity  beyond  the  fize 
And  meafure  of  th'  offence,  rebukes  a  deed 
Lefs  impious  than  abfurd,  and  owing  more 
To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  defign. 
So  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  Houfe, 
When  wand'ring  Charles,  who  meant  tobe  the  t  hird, 
Had  fled  from  William,  and  the  news  was  frelli, 
The  fimple  clerk,  but  loyal,  did  announce, 
And  eke  did  rear  right  merrily,  two  ftaves, 
Sung  to  the  praife  and  glory  of  King  George ! 
— Man  praifes  man;  and  Garrick's  mem'ry  next, 
\Yli."ii  tiir.t  luUli  fomrwhat  mcllov/'d  it,  and  ID  :.'.'.- 
The  idol  of  our  worfliip  while  he  liv'd 
The  god  of  our  idolatry  once  more, 
Shall  have  its  altar;  and  the  world  fhall  go 
In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  flirine. 
The  theatre,  too  fmall,  fliall  fuffocate 
Us  fquecz'd  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 
Q  2 
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Shall  figb  at  their  exclufion,  and  return 

JJn gratified.     For  there  forae  noble  lord 

Shall  fluff  his  flioulders  with  king  Richard's  bunch, 

Or  wrap  himfelf  in  Hamlet's  inky  cloak, 

And  ftrut,  and  florm,  and  ftraddle,  ftamp,  and  flare, 

To  fliow  the  world  how  Garrick  did  not  a£t — 

For  Garrick  was  a  worfhipper  himfelf; 

He  drew  the  liturgy,  and  fram'd  the  rites 

And  folemn  ceremonial  of  the  day, 

And  call'd  the  world  to  worfhip  on  the  banks 

Of  Avon,  fam'd  in  fong.     Ah,  pleafant  proof 

That  piety  has  ftill  in  human  hearts 

Some  place,  a  fpark  or  two  not  yet  extincY. 

The  mulb'ry-tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreaths; 

The  mulb'ry-  tree  flood  centre  of  the  dance  ; 

The  mulb'ry-tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcet  airs; 

And  from  his  touchwood  trunk  the  mulb'ry-tree 

Supplied  fuch  relics  as  devotion  holds 

Still  facred,  and  preferves  with  pious  care. 

So  'twas  an  hallow'd  time :  decorum  reign'd, 

And  mirth  without  offence.     No  few  return'd, 

Doubtlefs,  much  edified,  and  all  refrefh'd. 

— Man  praifes  man.     The  rabble,  all  alive, 

From  tippling-benches,  cellars,  flails,  and  ftyes, 
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Swarm  in  the  ftreets.     The  ftatefman  of  the  day, 
A  pompous  and  ilow-moving  pageant,  comes. 
Some  fliout  him,  and  fome  hang  upon  his  car, 
To  gaze  in  's  eyes,  and  blefs  him.     Maidens  wave 
Their  'kerchiefs,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy: 
While  others,  not  fo  fatisfied,  unhorfe 
The  gilded  equipage,  and,  turning  loofe 
His  fteeds,  ufurp  a  place  they  well  deferve. 
Why?  what  has  charm'd  them  ?  Hath  he  fav'd  the 

ftate? 

No.     Doth  he  pnrpofe  its  falvation  ?  No. 
Enchanting  novelty,  that  moon  at  full, 
That  finds  out  ev'ry  crevice  of  the  head 
That  is  not  found  and  perfect,  hath  in  their's 
Wrought  this  difturbance.     But  the  wane  is  near, 
And  his  own  cattle  muft  fuffice  him  foon. 
Thus  idly  do  we  wafte  the  breath  of  praife, 
And  dedicate  a  tribute,  in  its  ufe 
And  juft  direction  fhcred,  to  a  thing 
Doom'd  to  the  duft,  or  lodg'd  already  there! 
Encomium  in  old  time  was  poet's  work ; 
But,  poets  having  laviflily  long  fince 
Kxhaufted  all  materials  of  the  art, 
The  talk  now  falls  into  the  public  hand  j 
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And  T,  contented  with  an  humble  theme, 
Have  pour'd  my  ftream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of"  nature,  where  it  creeps,  and  winds 
Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  fecure 
And  unambitious  courfe,  reflecting  clear, 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  of  brutes. 
And  I  am  recompens'd,  and  deem  the  toils 
Of  poetry  not  loft,  if  verfe  of  mine 
May  ftand  between  an  animal  and  woe, 
And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 

The  groans  of  nature  in  this  nether  world, 
Which  Heav'n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  fung, 
Whofe  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets'  lamp, 
The  time  of  reft,  the  promis'd  fabbath,  comes. 
Six  thoufand  years  of  forrow  have  well-nigh 
Fulfill'd  their  tardy  and  difaftrous  courfe 
Over  a  finful  world  j  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempeftuous  ftate  of  human  things 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  a  fea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itfelf  to  reft: 
For  He,  whofe  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  clouds 
The  duft  that  waits  upon  his  fultry  march, 
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When  fin  hath  mov'd  him,  and  his  wrath  is  hot, 
Shall  vilit  earth  in  mercy;  fhall  defcend, 
Propitious,  in  his  chariot  pav'd  with  love  j 
And  what  his  ftorms  have  blafted  and  defac'd 
For  man's  revolt  ihall  with  a  fmile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy;  too  fweet 
Not  to  be  wrong'd  by  a  mere  mortal  touch : 
Nor  can  the  wonders  it  records  be  lung 
To  meaner  mufic,  and  not  fuffer  lofs. 
But,  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flow'rs, 
Though  poor  in  Ikill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  laft 
On  fome  fair  theme,  fome  theme  divinely  fair, 
Such  is  the  impulfe  and  the  fpur  he  feels 
To  give  it  praife  proportion'd  to  its  worth, 
That  not  t'  attempt  it,  arduous  as  he  deems 
The  labour,  were  a  talk  more  arduous  ftill. 

Oh  fcenes  furpalling  fable,  and  yet  true, 
Scenes  of  accomplim'd  blifs  !  which  who  can  let-, 
Though  but  in  diftant  proipeft,  and  not  feel 
His  Ibul  refrelh'd  with  forctaftc  of  the  joy? 
Rivers  of  gladnefs  water  all  the  earth, 
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And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty ;  the  reproach 

Of  barrennefs  is  paft.    The  fruitful  field 

Laughs  with  abundance ;  and  the  land,  once  lean, 

Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  difgrace, 

Exults  to  fee  its  thiftly  curie  repeal'd. 

The  various  feafons  woven  into  one, 

And  that  one  feafon  an  eternal  fpring, 

The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence, 

For  there  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  full. 

The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  the  bear 

Graze  with  the  fearlefs  flocks ;  all  bafk  at  noon 

Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  {hade 

Of  the  fame  grove,  and  drink  one  common  ftream. 

Antipathies  are  none.     No  foe  to  man 

Lurks  in  the  ferpent  now:  the  mother  fees, 

And  fmiles  to  fee,  her  infant's  playful  hand 

Stretch'd  forth  to  dally  with  the  crefted  worm, 

To  ftroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 

The  lambent  homage  of  his  arrowy  tongue. 

All  creatures  worlhip  man,  and  all  mankind 

One  Lord,  one  Father.     Error  has  no  place  : 

That  creeping  peflilence  is  driv'n  away; 

The  breath  of  heav'n  has  chas'd  it.     In  the  heart 

No  paffion  touches  a  difcordant  firing, 
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But  all  is  harmony  and  love.     Difeafe 
Is  not :  the  pure  and  uncontam'nate  blood 
Holds  its  due  courfe,  nor  fears  the  froft  of  age. 
One  long  employs  all  nations ;  and  all  cry, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  (lain  for  us!" 
The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain  tops 
From  diflant  mountains  catch  the  flying  joyj 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  ftrain, 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  hofanna  round. 
Behold  the  meafure  of  the  promife  fill'd ; 
See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  a  God  ! 
Bright  as  a  fun  the  facred  city  mines; 
All  kingdoms  and  all  princes  of  the  earth 
Flock  to  that  light  j  the  glory  of  all  lands 
Flows  into  herj  unbounded  is  her  joy, 
And  endlefs  her  increafe.     Thy  rams  are  there,. 
*  Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there ; 
The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  Ind, 
And  Saba's  fpicy  groves,  pay  tribute  there. 
Praife  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  walls, 

*  Nebaioth  ami  Kedar,  the  fons  of  Ilhmael,  and  progenitors  of 
the  Arabs,  in  the  prophetic  fcripturc  here  alluded  to,  may  be  rea- 
funably  considered  as  rcprcfentatives  of  the  Gentiles  at  luge. 
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And  in  her  ftreets,  and  in  her  fpacious  courts, 
Is  heard  falvation.     Eaftern  Java  there 
Kneels  with  the  native  of  the  fartheft  weft ; 
And  ./Ethiopia  fpreads  abroad  the  hand, 
And  worfhips.     Her  report  has  travell'd  forth 
Into  all  lands.     From  ev'ry  clime  they  come 
To  fee  thy  beauty  and  to  lhare  thy  joy, 
O  Sion  !  an  aflembly  fuch  as  earth 
Saw  never,  fuch  as  heav'n  ftoops  down  to  fee. 

Thus  heav'n-ward  all  things  tend.    For  all  were 

once 

Perfea,  and  all  mufl  be  at  length  reftor'd. 
So  God  has  gi'eatly  purpos'd ;  who  would  elfe 
In  his  difhonour'd  works  himfelf  endure 
Diihonour,  and  be  wrong'd  without  redrefs. 
Hafte,  then,  and  wheel  away  a  fhatter'd  world, 
Ye  flow-revolving  feafons  !  we  would  fee 
(A  fight  to  which  our  eyes  are  Grangers  yet) 
A  world  that  does  not  dread  and  hate  his  laws, 
And  fuffer  for  its  crime ;  would  learn  how  fair 
The  creature  is  that  God  pronounces  good, 
How  pleafant  in  itfe]f  what  pleafes  him. 
Here  ev'ry  drop  of  honey  hides  a  fling ; 
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Worms  wind  themfrlves  into  our  fweeteft  flow'rs; 
And  ev'n  the  joy  that  haply  fome  poor  heart 
Derives  from  heav'n,  pure  as  the  fountain  is, 
Is  fullied  in  the  ftream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  beft  impure. 
Oh  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chafte 
As  this  is  grofs  and  felfifh  !  over  which 
Cuftom  and  prejudice  fliall  bear  no  fway, 
That  govern  all  things  here,  fliould'ring  afide 
The  meek  and  modeft  truth,  and  forcing  her 
To  feek  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  ftiife 
In  nooks  obfcure,  far  from  the  ways  of  menr — 
Where  violence  ftiall  never  lift  the  fword, 
Nor  cunning  juftify  the  proud  man's  wrong, 
Leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears : — 
Where  he  that  fills  an  office  fhall  efteem 
Th'  occafion  it  prefents  of  doing  good 
More  than  the  perquifite  :— where  law  fhall  fpeak 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  wifdom  prompts 
And  equity ;  not  jealous  more  to  guard 
A  worthlefs  form,  than  to  decide  aright : — 
Where  fafhion  ihall  not  fanftify  abufe, 
Nor  fmooth  good-breeding  (fupplemental  grace) 
With  lean  performance  ape  the  work  of  love ! 
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Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  the  crown  of  all  the  earth, 
Thou  who  alone  art  worthy !   It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  nature's  birth  ; 
And  thou  haft  made  it  thine  by  purchafe  fince, 
And  overpaid  its  value  with  thy  blood. 
Thy  faints  proclaim  thee  king;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen 
Dipt  in  the  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Thy  faints  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  thy  delay 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  fee 
The  dawn  of  thy  laft  advent,  long-defir  d, 
Would  creep  into  the  bowels  of  the  hills, 
And  flee  for  fafety  to  the  falling  rocks. 
The  very  fpirit  of  the  world  is  tir'd 
Of  its  own  taunting  queftion,  alk'd  fo  long, 
"  Where  is  the  promife  of  your  Lord's  approach  ?'' 
The  infidel  has  mot  his  bolts  away, 
Till,  his  exhaufted  quiver  yielding  none, 
He  gleans  the  blunted  fliafts  that  have  recoil'd, 
And  aims  them  at  the  (hield  of  truth  again. 
The  veil  is  rent,  rent  too  by  prieftly  hands, 
That  hides  divinity  from  mortal  eyes; 
And  all  the  inyfteries  to  faith  propos'd, 
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Infulted  and  traduc'd,  are  call  afide, 
As  ufelefs,  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bats. 
They  now  are  deem'd  the  faithful,  and  are  prais'd, 
Who,  conltant  only  in  rejecting  thee, 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr's  zeal, 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  error's  fake. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darknefs  !  yet  ev'n  thefc 
Worthy,  compar'd  with  fycophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man  ! 
So  fares  thy  church.    But  how  thy  church  may  fare 
The  world  takes  little  thought.     Who  will  may 

preach, 

And  what  they  will.     All  paftors  are  alike 
To  wand'ring  (heep,  refolv'd  to  follow  none. 
Two  gods  divide  them  all — Pleafure  and  Gain  ; 
For  thefe  they  live,  they  fncrifice  to  thefc, 
And  in  their  fervice  wage  perpetual  war 
With  confcienceand  with  thee.    Luft  in  their  hearts, 
And  roifchief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  ihe  earth 
To  prey  upon  each  other;  ftubborn,  fierce, 
High-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  difgrace. 
Thy  prophets  fpeak  of  fuch ;  and,  noting  down 
The  features  of  the  laft  degen'rate  times, 
Exhibit  ev'ry  lineament  of  thefe. 
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Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  reft, 
Due  to  thy  la  ft  and  moft  effectual  work, 
Thy  word  fulfill'd,  the  conqueft  of  a  world  ! 

He  is  the  happy  man,  whofe  life  ev'n  now 
Shows  fomewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come ; 
Who,  doom'd  to  an  obfcure  but  tranquil  ftate, 
Is  pleas'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  free  to  choofe, 
Would  make  his  fate  his  choice  j  whom  peace,  the 

fruit 

Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  faith, 
Prepare  for  happinefs ;  befpeak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  fojourn  while  he  muft 
Below  the  fkies,  but  having  there  his  home. 
The  world  o'erlooks  him  in  her  bufy  fearch 
Of  obje&s,  more  illuftrious  in  her  viewj 
And,  occupied  as  earneftly  as  (he, 
Though  more  fublimely,  he  o'erlooks  the  world. 
She  fcorns  his  pleafures,  for  flie  knows  them  not; 
He  feeks  not  her's,  for  he  has  prov'd  them  vain. 
He  cannot  flcim  the  ground  like  fummer  birds 
Purfuing  gilded  flies ;  and  fuch  he  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoluments,  her  joys. 
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Therefore  in  contemplation  is  his  blifs, 
Whofe  pow'r  is  fuch,  that  whom  ihe  lifts  from  earth 
She  makes  familiar  with  a  heav'n  unfeen, 
And  fliows  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal'd. 
Not  (lothful  he,  though  feeming  unemploy'd, 
And  cenfur'd  oft  as  ufelefs.     Stilled  dreams 
Oft  water  faireft  meadows,  and  the  bird 
That  flutters  lead  is  longed  on  the  wing. 
Alk  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  he  has  rais'd, 
Or  what  achievements  of  immortal  fame 
He  purpofes,  and  he  fhall  anfwer — None. 
His  warfare  is  within.     There  unfatigu'd 
His  fervent  fpirit  labours.     There  he  fights, 
And  there  obtains  frelh  triumphs  o'er  himfelf, 
And  never  witb'ring  wreaths,  compar'd  with  which 
The  laurels  that  a  Caefar  reaps  are  weeds. 
Perhaps  the  felf-approving  haughty  world, 
That  as  (lie  fweeps  him  with  her  whittling  filks 
Scarce  deigns  to  notice  him,  or,  if  (he  fee, 
Deems  him  a  cypher  in  the  works  of  God, 
Receives  advantage  from  his  noifelefs  hours, 
Of  which  flic  little  dreams.     Perhaps  (lie  owes 
Her  funfljine  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  fpring 
And  plenteous  harvell,  to  the  pray'r  he  n 
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When,  Ifaac  like,  the  folitary  faint 

Walks  forth  to  meditate  at  even  tide, 

And  think  on  her,  who  thinks  not  for  herfelf. 

Forgive  him,  then,  thou  buftler  in  concerns 

Of  little  worth,  an  idler  in  the  beft, 

If,  author  of  no  mifchief  and  fome  good, 

He  feek  his  proper  happineffi  by  means 

That  may  advance,  but  cannot  hinder,  thine. 

Nor,  though  he  tread  the  fecret  path  of  life, 

Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  eafe, 

Account  him  an  incumbrance  on  the  ftate, 

Receiving  benefits,  arid  rend'ring  none. 

His  fphere  though  humble,  if  that  humble  fpbere 

Shine  with  his  fair  example,  and  though  imall 

His  influence.,  if.  that  influence  all  beJpent 

In  foothiugjhtjow/tind  in  quenching  flrife, 

In  aiding  helplefs  indigence,  in  works 

From  which  at  leait  a  grateful  few  derive 

Some  tafte  of  comfort  in  a  world  of  wj?, 

Then  let  the  fupercilious  great  confefs 

He  ferves  his  country,  recompenfes  well 

The  ftate,  beneath  the  fliadow  of  whofe  vine 

He  fiis  fecure,  and  in  the  fcale  of  life 

Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  flighted,  place. 
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The  man,  whofe  virtues  are  more  felt  than  feen, 
Muft  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  public  praife ; 
But  he  may  boaft  what  few  that  win  it  can — 
That,,  if  his  country  ftand  not  by  his  Ikill, 
At  lead  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  fall. 
Polite  refinement  offers  him  in  vain 
Her  golden  tube,  through  which  a  fenfual  world 
Draws  grofs  impurity,  and  likes  it  well, 
The  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  th'  orlenee. 
Not  that  he  peevifhly  rejects  a  mode 
Becaufe  that  world  adopts  it.     If  it  bear 
The  ftamp  and  clear  impreflion  of  good  fenfe, 
And  be  not  coftly  more  than  of  true  worth, 
He  puts  it  on,  and,  for  decorum  fake, 
Can  wear  it  e'en  as  gracefully  as  Hie. 
She  judges  of  refinement  by  the  eye, 
He  by  the  teft  of  confcience,  and  a  heart 
Not  foon  deceiv'd  j  aware  that  what  is  bafe 
No  polifh  can  make  fterling;  and  that  vice, 
Though  well  perfum'd  and  elegantly  drelVd, 
Like  an  unburied  carcafe  trick'd  with  flow'rs, 
Is  but  a  garnifh'd  nuifance,  fitter  far 
For  cleanly  riddance  than  for  fair  attire. 
So  life  glides  fmoothly  and  by  ftealth  away, 
VOL.  n.  R 
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More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  gold 

Renown'd  in  ancient  fong ;  not  vex'd  with  care 

Or  ftain'd  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approv'd 

Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  its  end. 

So  glide  my  life  away !  and  fo  at  laft, 

My  (hare  of  duties  decently  fulfill'd, 

May  fome  difeafe,  not  tardy  to  perform 

Its  deftin'd  office,  yet  with  gentle  ftroke, 

Difmifs  me,  wear}'-,  to  a  fafe  retreat 

Beneath  the  turf  that  I  have  often  trod. 

It  mall  not  grieve  me,  then,  at  once,  when  call'd 

To  drefs  a  Sofa  with  the  flow'rs  of  verfe, 

I  play'd  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair, 

With  that  light  talk;  but  foon,  to  pleafe  her  more, 

Whom  flow'rs  alone  I  knew  would  little  pleafe, 

Let  fall  th'  unfinifh'd  wreath,  and  rov'd  for  fruit ; 

Rov'd  far,  and  gather'd  much :  fome  harfh,  'tis  true, 

Pick'd  from  the  thorns  and  briers  of  reproof, 

But  wholefome,  well-digefted  ;  grateful  fome 

To  palates  that  can  tafte  immortal  truth ; 

Infipid  elfe,  and  fure  to  be  defpis'd. 

But  all  is  in  his  hand  whofe  praife  I  feek. 

In  vain  the  poet  fings,  and  the  world  hears, 

If  he  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 
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Tis  not  in  artful  meafures,  in  the  chime 
And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minftrel's  lyre, 
To  charm  his  ear,  whofe  eye  is  on  the  heart ; 
Whofe  frown  can  difappoint  the  proudeft  ftrain, 
Whofe  approbation — profper  even  mine. 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

JOSEPH    HILL,    ESQ. 


DEAR  JOSEPH — five  and  twenty  years  ago — 
Alas,  how  time  efcapes ! — 'tis  even  fo— 
With  frequent  intercourfe,  and  always  fweet, 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour — and  now  we  never  meet  t  mhl  A 
As  fonie  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  fays, 
(Twas  therefore  much  the  fame  in  ancient  days) 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings— 
Strange  fluctuation  of  all  human  things ! 
True.     Changes  will  befall,  and  friends  may  part, 
But  diftance  only  cannot  change  the  heart : 
And,  were  I  call'd  to  prove  th'  aifertion  true, 
One  proof  mould  ferve — a  reference  to  you. 
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Whence  comes  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  life, 
Though  nothing  have  occurr'd  to  kindle  ftrife, 
We  find  the  friends  we  fancied  we  had  won, 
Though  num'rous  once,  reduc'd  to  few  or  none  ? 
Can  gold  grow  worthlefs  that  has  flood  the  touch  ? 
No — gold  they  feem'd,  but  they  were  never  fuch. 

Horatio's  fervant  once,  with  bow  and  cringe, 
Swinging  the  parlour-door  upon  its  hinge, 
Dreading  a  negative,  and  overaw'd 
Left  he  fhould  trefpafs,  begg'd  to  go  abroad. 
Go,  fellow ! — whither  ? — turning  mort  about — 
Nay — ftay  at  home — you're  always  going  out. 
'Tis  but  a  ftep,  fir,  juft  at  the  ftreet's  end. — 
For  what  ? — &n  pleafe  you,  fir,  to  fee  a  friend. 
A  friend !  Horatio  cry'd,  and  feem'd  to  ftart — 
Yea  marry  flialt  thou,  and  with  all  my  heart. — 
And  fetch  my  cloak :  for,  though  the  night  be  raw 
I'll  fee  him  too — the  firft  I  ever  faw. 

:;ClJci 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild, 
And  was  his  plaything  often  when  a  child  j 
But  fomewhat  at  that  moment  pinch'd  him  clofe, 
Elfe  he  was  feldom  bitter  or  morofe. 
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Perhaps,  his  confidence  juft  then  betray'd, 

His  grief  might  prompt  him  with  the  fpeech  he 

made; 

Perhaps  'twas  mere  good-humour  gave  it  birth, 
The  harmlefs  play  of  plcafantry  and  mirth. 
Howe'er  it  was,  his  language,  in  my  mind, 
Befpoke  at  leaft  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But,  not  to  moralize  too  much,  and  drain 
To  prove  an  evil  of  which  all  complain, 
(I  hate  long  arguments,  verbofely  fpun) 
One  (lory  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  done. 
Once  on  a  time  an  emp'ror,  a  wife  man — 
No  matter  where,  in  China  or  Japan — 
Decreed  that  whofoever  mould  offend 
Againft  the  well-known  duties  of  a  friend, 
Convi&ed  once,  mould  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  mow  his  bofom  bare. 
The  punifliment  importing  this,  no  doubt, 
That  all  was  naught  within,  and  all  found  out. 

Oh,  happy  Britain  1  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  hard  and  arbitrary  meafure  here  j 
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Elfe,  conld  a  law  like  that  which  I  relate 
Once  have  the  fanftion  of  our  triple  ftate, 
Some  few,  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old, 
Would  run  moft  dreadful  riilc  of  catching  cold  j 
While  you,  my  friend,  whatever  wind  ihould  blow, 
Might  traverfe  England  fafely  to  and  fro, 
An  honeft  man,  clofe-button'd  to  the  chin, 
Broad-cloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  within. 
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IT  is  not  from  his  form,  in  which  we  trace 
Strength  join'd  with  beauty,  dignity  with  grace, 
That  man,  the  matter  of  this  globe,  derives 
His  right  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 
That  form,  indeed,  th'  aflbciate  of  a  mind 
Vaft  in  its  pow'rs,  ethereal  in  its  kind, 
That  form,  the  labour  of  almighty  Ikill, 
Fram'd  for  the  fervice  of  a  free-born  will, 
Aflerts  precedence,  and  befpeaks  control, 
But  borrows  all  its  grandeur  from  the  foul. 
Here  is  the  ftate,  the  fplendour,  and  the  throne, 
An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  mem'ry  fills  her  ample  page 
"With  truths pour'd  down  from  ev'ry  diftant  age; 
For  her  amafles  an  unbounded  ftofe, 
The  wifdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more . 
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Though  laden,  not  incumber'd  with  her  fpoil ; 
Laborious,  yet  unconfcious  of  her  toil  j 
When  copioufly  fupplied,  then  moft  enlarg'd  j 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  furcharg'd. 
For  her  the  fancy,  roving  unconfin'd, 
The  prefent  mufe  of  ev'ry  penfive  mind, 
Works  magic  wonders,  adds  a  brighter  hue 
To  nature's  fcenes  than  nature  ever  knew. 
At  her  command  winds  rife  and  waters  roar, 
Again  (he  lays  them  dumb' ring  on  the  fliore  j 
With  flow'r  and  fruit  the  wildernefs  fupplies, 
Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arife. 
For  her  the  judgment,  umpire  in  the  ftrife 
That  grace  and  nature  have  to  wage  through  life, 
Quick-fighted  arbiter  of  good  and  ill, 
Appointed  fage  preceptor  to  the  will, 
Condemns,  approves,  and  with  a  faithful  voice 
Guides  the  decifion  of  a  doubtful  choice. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  birth 
To  yon  fair  fun  and  his  attendant  earth  ? 
And,  when  defcending  he  refigns  the  ikies, 
Why  takes  the  gentler  moon  her  turn  to  rife, 
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Whom  ocean  feels  through  all  his  countlefs  waves, 
And  owns  her  pow'r  on  ev'ry  ftiore  he  laves? 
Why  do  the  feafom  ftill  enrich  the  year, 
Fruitful  and  young  as  in  their  firft  career? 
Spring  hangs  her  infant  bloifoms  on  the  trees  j 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  weftern  breeze; 
Summer  in  hafte  the  thriving  charge  receive* 
Beneath  the  (hade  of  her  expanded  leaves, 
Till  autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dews 
Dye  them  at  laft  in  all  their  glowing  hues. — 
'Twere  wild  profufion  all,  and  bootlefs  wafte, 
Pow'r  mifemploy'd,  munificence  mifplac'd, 
Had  not  its  author  dignified  the  plan, 
And  crown'd  it  with  the  majefty  of  man. 
Thus  form'd,  thus  plac'd,  intelligent,  and  taught, 
Look  where  he  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wrought, 
The  wildeft  fcorner  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  fober  moment  time  to  paufe, 
To  prcfs  th'  important  queftiou  on  his  heart, 
"  Why  form'd  at  all,  and  wherefore  as  thou  art  ?" 
If  man  be  what  he  feems— this  hour  a  flave, 
The  next  mere  duft  and  allies  in  the  grave ; 
Endu'd  with  reafon  only  to  defcry 
His  crimes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eye ; 
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With  paffions,  juft  that  he  may  prove,  with  pain, 
The  force  he  fpends  againft  their  fury  vain  j 
And  if,  foon  after  having  burnt,  by  turns, 
With  ev'ry  lull  with  which  frail  nature  burns, 
His  being  end  where  death  diflblves  the  bond, 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond- 
Then  he,  of  all  that  nature  has  brought  forth, 
Stands  felf-impeach'd  the  creature  of  lead  worth, 
And,  ufelefs  while  he  lives,  and  when  he  dies, 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wifdom  of  the  flues. 

Truths  that  the  learn'd  purfue  with  eager  thought 
Are  not  important  always  as  dear  bought, 
Proving  at  laft,  though  told  in  pompous  ftrains, 
A  childifh  wafte  of  philofophic  pains ; 
But  truths  on  which  depends  our  main  concern, 
That  'tis  our  fliame  and  mis'ry  not  to  learn, 
Shine  by  the  fide  of  ev'ry  path  we  tread 
With  fuch  a  luftre,  he  that  runs  may  read. 
'Tis  true  that,  if  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  fun-fet  of  their  lateft  day, 
Then  perilh  on  futurity's  wide  more 
Like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more, 
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Were  all  that  Heav'n  requir'd  of  human  kind, 
And  all  the  plan  their  deftiny  defign'd, 
What  none  could  rev'rence  all  might  juftly  blame, 
And  man  would  breathe  but  for  his  Maker's  ftiame. 
But  reafon  heard,  and  nature  well  perus'd, 
At  once  the  dreaming  mind  is  difabus'd. 
If  all  we  find  poflelfing  earth,  fea,  air, 
Reflect  his  attributes  who  plac'd  them  there, 
Fulfil  the  purpofe,  and  appear  defign'd 
Proofs  of  the  wifdom  of  th'  all-feeing  mind, 
'Tis  plain  the  creature,  whom  he  chofe  t'  inveft 
With  kingfliip  and  dominion  o'er  the  reft, 
Receiv'd  his  nobler  nature,  and  was  made 
Fit  for  the  pow'r  in  which  he  ftands  array 'd, 
That  firft  or  laft,  hereafter  if  not  here, 
He  too  might  make  his  author's  wifdom  clear, 
Praife  him  on  earth,  or,  obftinately  dumb, 
Suffer  his  juftice  in  a  world  to  come. 
This  once  believ'd,  'twere  logic  mifapplicd 
To  prove  a  confequcnce  by  none  denied, 
That  we  are  bound  to  caft  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  mould  of  heav'nly  truth, 
That,  taught  of  God,  they  may  indeed  be  wife, 
Nor,  ignorantly  wand'ring,  mifs  the  ikies. 
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In  early  days  the  confcience  has  in  molt 
A  quicknefs,  which  in  later  life  is  loft : 
Preferv'd  from  guilt  by  falutary  fears, 
Or,  guilty,  foon  relenting  into  tears. 
Too  carelefs  often,  as  our  years  proceed, 
What  friends  we  fort  with,  or  what  books  we  read, 
Our  parents  yet  exert  a  prudent  care 
To  feed  our  infant  minds  with  proper  fare; 
And  wifely  ftore  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
With  wholefome  learning,  yet  acquir'd  with  eafe. 
Neatly  fecur'd  from  being  foil'd  or  torn 
Beneath  a  pane  of  thin  tranllucent  horn, 
A  book  (to  pleafe  us  at  a  tender  age 
Tis  call'd  a  book,  though  but  a  fingle  page) 
Prefents  the  pray'r  the  Saviour  deign'd  to  teach, 
Which   children    ufe,   and    parfons — when    they 

preach. 

Lifping  our  fyllables,  we  fcramble  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  facred  text ; 
And  learn  with  wonder  how  this  world  began, 
Who  made,  who  marr'd,  and  who  has  ranfom'd, 

man. 

Points  which,  unlefs  the  fcripture  made  them  plain, 
The  wifeft  heads  might  agitate  in  vain. 
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Oh  thou,  whom,  born  on  fancy's  eager  wing 
Back  to  the  feafon  of  life's  happy  fpring, 
I  pleas'd  remember,  and,  while  mem'ry  yet 
Holds  faft  her  office  here,  can  ne'er  forget  j 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whole  well-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  fweet  truth  alike  prevail ; 
Whofe  hum'rous  vein,  ftrong  fenfe,  and  fimple  ftyle, 
May  teach  the  gayelt,  make  the  gravefl  fmilej 
Witty,  and  well  employ 'd,  and,  like  thy  Lord, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  flighted  word; 
I  name  thee  not,  lelt  fo  defpis'd  a  name 
Should  move  a  fneer  at  thy  deferved  fame ; 
Yet  ev'n  in  tranfitory  life's  late  day, 
That  mingles  all  my  brown  with  fober  gray, 
Revere  the  man,  whofe  PILGRIM  marks  the  road, 
And  guides  the  progrefs  of  the  foul  to  Ciml. 
'Twere  well  with  molt,  if  books,  that  could  engage 
Their  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  riper  age ; 
The  man,  approving  what  had  charm'd  the  boy, 
Would  die  at  lalt  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ; 
And  not  with  curfes  on  his  heart,  who  ftole 
The  gem  of  truth  from  his  unguarded  foul. 
The  fhmp  of  artlefs  piety,  imprefs'd 
By  kind  tuition  on  his  yielding  breait, 
S  2 
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The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw, 
Regards  with  fcorn,  though  once  receiv'd  with  awe; 
And,  warp'd  into  the  labyrinth  of  lies, 
That  babblers,  call'd  philofophers,  devife, 
Blaiphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man. 
Touch  but  his  nature  in  its  ailing  part, 
AfTert  the  native  evil  of  his  heart, 
His  pride  refents  the  charge,  although  the  proof* 
Rife  in  his  forehead,  and  feem  rank  enough  : 
Point  to  the  cure,  defcribe  a  Saviour's  crofs 
As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  lofs, 
The  young  apoftate  fickens  at  the  view, 
And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew. 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  nature  proves, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  pleafures  nature  loves  ! 
While,  felf-betray'd,  and  wilfully  undone, 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  fooner  woo'd  than  won. 
Try  now  the  merits  of  this  bleil  exchange 
Of  modeft  truth  for  wit's  eccentric  range. 
Time  was  he  clos'd,  as  he  began,  the  day 
With  decent  duty,  not  afliam'd  to  prayj 

*  See  2  Chron.  ch.  xxvi.  vcr.  19. 
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The  practice  was  a  bond  upon  his  heart, 

A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  confident  part ; 

Nor  could  he  dare  prefumptuoufly  difpleafe 

A  pow'r,  confefs'd  Ib  lately  on  his  knees. 

But  now  farewell  all  legendary  tales — 

The  fliadows  fly,  philofophy  prevails  ! 

Pray'r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  waves  5 

Religion  makes  the  free  by  nature  flaves ! 

Priefts  have  invented,  and  the  world  admir'd 

What  knavifli  priefts  promulgate  as  infpir'd ; 

Till  reafon,  now  no  longer  overaw'd, 

Refumes  her  pow'rs,  and  fpurns  the  clumfy  fraudj 

And,  common-fenfe  diffufing  real  day, 

The  meteor  of  the  gofpel  dies  away  ! 

Such  rhapfodies  our  flirewd  difcerning  youth 

Learn  from  expert  inquirers  after  truth ; 

Whofe  only  care,  might  truth  prefnme  to  fpeak, 

Is  not  to  find  what  they  profefs  to  feek. 

And  thus,  well-tutor'd  only  while  we  (hare 

A  mother's  leftures  and  a  nurfe's  care; 

And  taught  at  fchools  much  mythologic  fluff*, 

But  found  religion  fparingly  enough  ; 

*  The  author  begs  leave  to  explain. — Scnfiblc  thar,  without 
fuch  knowledge,  neither  the  ancient  poets  nor  hiftoriaus  CAII  be 
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Our  early  notices  of  truth,  difgrac'd, 
Soon  lofe  their  credit,  and  are  all  effac'd. 


Would  you  your  fon  fhoukl  be  a  fot  or  dunce, 
Lafcivious,  headftrong  ;  or  all  thefe  at  once  ; 
That,  in  good  time,  the  ftripling's  finifti'd  tafte 
For  loofe  expenfe  and  fafliionable  wafte 
Should  prove  your  rain  and  his  own  at  laft; 
Train  him  in  public  with  a  mob  of  boys, 
Childifh  in  mifchief  only  and  in  noife, 
Elfe  of  a  mannifh  growth,  and  five  in  ten 
In  infidelity  and  lewdnefs  men. 
There  {hall  he  learn,  ere  fixteen  winters  old, 
That  authors  are  moft  ufeful  pawn'd  or  fold ; 
That  pedantry  is  all  that  fchools  impart, 
But  taverns  teach  the  knowledge  of  the  heart ; 
There  waiter  Dick,  with  Bacchanalian  lays, 
Shall  win  his  heart,  and  have  his  drunken  praife, 
His  counfellor  and  bofom-friend  lhall  prove, 
And  fome  ftreet-pacing  harlot  his  firft  love. 


tailed,  or  indeed  underftood,  he  does  not  mean  to  cenfure  the 
pains  that  are  taken  to  inftrucT:  a  fchool-boy  in  the  religion  of  the 
heathen,  but  merely  that  neglect  of  Chriftian  culture  which  leaves 
him  (hamefully  ignorant  of  his  own. 
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Schools,  unlefs  difcipline  were  doubly  ftrong, 
Detain  their  adolefcent  charge  too  long  j 
The  management  of  tiros  of  eighteen 
Is  difficult,  their  puniftiment  obfcene. 
The  llout  tall  captain,  whofe  fuperior  fize 
The  minor  heroes  view  with  envious  eyes, 
Becomes  their  pattern,  upon  whom  they  lix 
Their  whole  attention,  and  ape  all  his  tricks. 
His  pride,  that  fcorns  t'  obey  or  to  fubmit, 
With  them  is  courage;  his  effront'ry  wit. 
His  wild  excurfions,  window-breaking  feats, 
Robb'ry  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  ftreets, 
His  hair-breadth  'fcapes,  and  all  his  daring  fche  vies, 
Tranfport  them,  and  are  made  their  fav'rite  themes. 
In  little  bofoms  fuch  achievements  ftrike 
A  kindred  fpark ;  they  burn  to  do  the  like. 
Thus,  half-accomplim'd  ere  he  yet  begin 
To  iliow  the  peeping  down  upon  his  chin  j 
And,  as  maturity  of  years  comes  on, 
Made  juft  th'  adept  that  you  defign'd  your  fon ; 
T'  enfure  the  perfeverance  of  his  courfe, 
And  give  your  raonftrous  projed  all  its  force, 
Send  him  to  college.     If  he  there  be  tam'd, 
Or  in  one  article  of  vice  rechini'J, 
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Where  no  regard  of  ord'nances  is  fhown 
Or  look'd  for  now,  the  fault  muft  be  his  own. 
Some  fneaking  virtue  lurks  in  him,  no  doubt, 
Where  neither  ftrumpets'  charms,  nor  drinking- 
bout, 

Nor  gambling  practices,  can  find  it  out. 
Such  youths  of  fpirit,  and  that  fpirit  too, 
Ye  nurs'ries  of  our  boys,  we  owe  to  you  ! 
Though  from  ourfelves  the  mifchief  more  proceeds, 
For  public  fchools  'tis  public  folly  feeds. 
The  flaves  of  cuftom  and  eftablim'd  mode, 
With  pack-horfe  conftancy  we  keep  the  road, 
Crooked  or  ftraight,  through  quags  or  thorny  dells, 
True  to  the  jingling  of  our  leaders  bells. 
To  follow  foolifh  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  eafier  than  to  think  : 
And  fuch  an  age  as  our's  baulks  no  expenfe, 
Except  of  caution  and  of  common-fenfe  j 
Elfe,  fure,  notorious  faft  and  proof  fo  plain 
Would  turn  our  fteps  into  a  wifer  train. 
I  blame  not  thofe  who  with  what  care  they  can 
O'erwatch  the  num'rous  and  unruly  clan  ; 
Or,  if  I  blame,  'tis  only  that  they  dare 
Promife  a  work  of  which  they  mull  defpair. 
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Have  ye,  ye  fage  intendants  of  the  whole, 

An  ubiquarian  prefence  and  control — 

Elilha's  eye,  that,  when  Gehazi  flray'd, 

Went  with  him,  and  faw  all  the  game  he  play'd  ? 

Yes — ye  are  confcious ;  and  on  all  the  {helves 

Your  pupils  ftrike  upon,  have  ftruck  yourfelves. 

Or,  if  by  nature  fober,  ye  had  then, 

Boys  as  ye  were,  the  gravity  of  men  j 

Ye  knew  at  Icaft,  by  conftant  proofs  addrefs'd 

To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  reft. 

But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cure, 

And  evils,  not  to  be  endur'd,  endure. 

Left  pow'r  exerted,  but  without  fuccefs, 

Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  ftill  lefs. 

Ye  once  were  juftly  fam'd  for  bringing  forth 

Undoubted  fcholarlhip  and  genuine  worth ; 

And  in  the  firmament  of  fame  ftill  Ihines 

A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  figns, 

Of  poets  raib'd  by  you,  and  ftatefmen,  and  divines. 

Peace  to  them  all !  thofe  brilliant  times  are  fled, 

And  no  fuch  lights  are  kindling  in  their  ftead. 

Our  ftriplings  fliine,  indeed,  but  with  fuch  rays 

As  fet  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blaze  j 
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And  feem,  if  judg'd  by  their  expreffive  looks, 
Deeper  in  none  than  in  their  furgeons'  books. 

Say,  mufe,  (for,  education  made  the  fong, 
No  mufe  can  hefitate  or  linger  long) 
What  caufes  move  us,  knowing,  as  we  muft, 
That  thefe  menageries  all  fail  their  truft, 
To  fend  our  fons  to  fcout  and  fcamper  there, 
While  colts  and  puppies  coft  us  fo  much  care  ? 

Be  it  a  weaknefs,  it  deferves  fome  praife ; 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days — 
The  fcene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  ftone 
That  feels  not  at  that  fight,  and  feels  at  none. 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  graving  fkill, 
The  very  name  we  carv'd,  fubfifting  ftill ; 
The  bench  on  which  we  fat  while  deep  employ 'd, 
Tho'  mangled,  hack'd,and  hew'd,  not  yet  deftroy'd: 
The  little  ones,  unbutton'd,  glowing  hot, 
Playing  our  games,  and  on  the  very  fpot  j 
As  happy  as  we  once,  to  kneel  and  draw 
The  chalky  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw ; 
To  pitch  the  ball  into  the  grounded  hat, 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'rous  pat — 
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The  pleafing  fpedacle  at  once  excites 
Such  recollection  of  our  own  delights, 
That,  \iewing  it,  we  feera  almoft  t'  obtaia 
Our  innocent  fweet  (imple  years  again. 
This  fond  attachment  to  the  well-known  place, 
Whence  firft  we  ftarted  into  life's  long  race, 
Maintains  its  hold  with  fuch  unfailing  fway, 
We  feel  it  ev'n  in  age,  and  at  our  lateft  day. 
Hark !  how  the  fire  of  chits,  whofe  future  fhare 
Of  claflic  food  begins  to  be  his  care, 
With  his  own  Hkenefs  plac'd  on  either  knee, 
Indulges  all  a  father's  heart-felt  glee; 
And  tells  them,  as  he  ftrokes  their  filver  locks, 
That  they  muft  foon  learn  Latin,  and  to  box  ; 
Then,  turning,  he  regales  his  lift'ning  wife 
With  all  th'  adventures  of  his  early  life; 
His  Ikill  in  coachraanfliip,  or  driving  chaife, 
In  bilking  tavern  bills,  and  fpouting  plays ; 
What  fhifts  he  us'd,  detected  in  a  fcrape, 
How  he  was  flogg'd,  or  had  the  luck  t'  efcape ; 
What  fums  he  loft  at  play,  and  how  he  fold 
Watch,  feals,  and  all— till  all  his  pranks  are  told. 
Retracing  thus  his  frolics,  ('tis  a  name 
That  palliates  deeds  of  folly  and  of  ihame) 
8 
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He  gives  the  local  bias  all  its  fway; 
Refolves  that  where  he  play'd  his  fons  fliall  play, 
And  deftines  their  bright  genius  to  be  fhown 
Juft  in  the  fcene  where  he  difplay'd  his  own. 
The  meek  and  bafhful  boy  will  foon  be  taught 
To  be  as  bold  and  forward  as  he  ought ; 
The  rude  will  fcuffle  through  with  cafe  enough, 
Great  fchools  fuit  beft  the  fturdy  and  the  rough. 
Ah,  happy  defignation,  prudent  choice, 
Th'  event  is  fure;  exped  it,  and  rejoice! 
Soon  fee  your  with  fulfill'd  in  either  child — 
The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wild. 

The  great,  indeed,  by  titles,  riches,  birth, 
Excus'd  th'  incumbrance  of  more  folid  worth, 
Are  beft  difpos'd  of  where  with  moft  fuccefs 
They  may  acquire  that  confident  addrefs, 
Thofe  habits  of  profufe  and  lewd  expenfe, 
That  fcorn  of  all  delights  but  thofe  of  fenfe, 
Which,  though  in  plain  plebeians  we  condemn, 
With  fo  much  reafon  all  expecl  from  them. 
But  families  of  lefs  illuftrious  fame, 
Whofe  chief  diftindion  is  their  fpotlefs  name, 
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Whofe  heirs,  their  honours  none,  their  income  fmall, 

Muft  fhine  by  true  defert,  or  none  at  all — 

What  dream  they  of,  that  with  fo  little  care 

They  rifk  their  hopes,  their  deareft  treafure,  there  ? 

They  dream  of  little  Charles  or  William  grac'd 

With  wig  prolix,  down -flowing  to  his  waiftj 

They  fee  th'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw, 

They  hear  him  fpeak— the  oracle  of  law ! 

The  father,  who  defigns  his  babe  a  prieft, 

Dreams  him  epifcopally  fuch  at  lealt; 

And,  while  the  playful  jockey  fcours  the  room 

Brilkly,  aftride  upon  the  parlour  broom, 

In  fancy  fees  him  more  fuperbly  ride 

In  coach  with  purple  lin'd,  and  mitres  on  its  fide. 

Events  improbable  and  ftrange  as  thefe, 

Which  only  a  parental  eye  forefees, 

A  public  fchool  fliall  bring  to  pafs  with  cafe. 

But  how?  refides  fuch  virtue  in  that  air 

As  muft  create  an  appetite  for  pray'r? 

And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  zeal 

That  candidates  for  fuch  a  prize  fhould  feel, 

To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremoll  ftill 

In  all  true  worth  and  liternry  ikill  ? 
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"  Ah,  blind  to  bright  futurity,  untaught 

"  The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought ! 

"  Church-ladders  are  not.  always  mounted  beft 

"  By  learned  clerks  and  Latinitts  profefs'd. 

"  Th'  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look, 

"  Not  to  be  found  by  poring  on  a  book. 

"  Small  {kill  in  Latin,  and  ftill  lefs  in  Greek, 

''  Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  feek. 

"  Let  erudition  grace  him  or  not  grace, 

"  I  give  the  bauble  but  the  fecond  place ; 

"  His  wealth,  fame,  honours,  all  that  I  intend, 

"  Subfift  and  centre  in  one  point — a  friend  ! 

"  A  friend,  whate'er  he  fludies  or  negle6ts, 

"  Shall  give  him  confequence,  heal  all  defects. 

"  His  intercourfe  with  peers,  and  fons  of  peers  — 

"  There  dawns  the  fplendour  of  his  future  years ; 

"  In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  ikies 

•c  Shall  blufh  betimes,  and  there  his  glory  rife. 

"  Your  LordJ}iij>,  and  Your  Grace!  what  fchool  can 

"  teach 

"  A  rhet'ric  equal  to  thofe  parts  of  fpeech  ? 
"  What  need  of  Homer's  verfe  or  Tully's  profe, 
«'  Sweet  interjedions !  if  he  learn  but  thofe  ? 
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"  Let  rev' rend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke, 

"  Who  ftarve  upon  a  dog's-ear'd  Pentateuch, 

"  The  parfon  knows  enough  who  knows  a  dake."— 

Egregious  purpofe  !  worthily  begun. 

In  barb'rous  proftitution  of  your  fon ; 

Prefs'd  on  his  part  by  means  that  would  difgrace 

A  fcriv'ner's  clerk  or  footmen  out  of  place, 

And  ending,  if  at  lafl  its  end  be  gain'd, 

In  facrilege,  in  God's  own  houfe  profan'd  ! 

It  may  fucceed ;  and,  if  his  fins  fliould  call 

For  more  than  common  punifliment,  it  (hall ; 

The  wretch  fliall  rife,  and  be  the  thing  on  earth 

Lead  qualified  in  honour,  learning,  worth, 

To  occupy  a  facred,  awful  poft, 

In  which  the  beft  and  worthieft  tremble  molt. 

The  rnyal  letters  are  a  thing  of  courfe — 

A  king,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horfc; 

And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters,  with  one  voice, 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  choice. 

Behold  your  bilhop  !  well  he  plays  his  part — 

Chriftian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart, 

Ghoftly  in  office,  earthly  in  his  plan, 

A  Have  at  court,  elfewhere  a  lady's  man  ! 
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Dumb  as  a  fenator,  and,  as  a  prieft, 
A  piece  of  mere  church-furniture  at  beft ; 
To  live  eftrang'd  from  God  his  total  fcope, 
And  his  end  fure,  without  one  glimpfe  of  hope ! 
But,  fair  although  and  feafible  it  feem, 
Depend  not  much  upon  your  golden  dream ; 
For  Providence,  that  feems  concern'd  t'  exempt 
The  hallow 'd  bench  from  abfolute  contempt, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  place, 
Still  keeps  a  feat  or  two  for  worth  and  grace ; 
And  therefore  'tis,  that,  though  the  light  be  rare, 
We  fometimes  fee  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  there. 
Befides,  fchool-friendfhips  are  not  always  found, 
Though  fair  in  promife,  permanent  and  found ; 
The  mofl  difint'refted  and  virtuous  minds, 
In  early  years  connected,  time  unbinds ; 
New  filiations  give  a  diff'rent  call 
Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  tafte; 
And  he,  that  feem'd  our  counterpart  at  fi.rH, 
Soon  fhows  the  ftrong  fimilitude  revers'd. 
Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young,  hearts  are  warm, 
And  make  miftakes  for  manhood  to  reform. 
Boys  are  at  beft  but  pretty  buds  unblown, 
Whofe  fcentand  hues  are  rather  guefh'd  than  known; 
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Each  dreams  that  each  is  juft  what  he  appears, 
But  learns  his  error  in  maturer  years, 
When  difpofition,  like  a  fail  unfurl'd, 
Shows  all  its  rents  and  patches  to  the  world. 
If,  therefore,  ev'n  when  honeft  in  defign, 
A  boyifh  friendfhip  may  fo  foon  decline, 
'Twere  wifer  fure  t'  infpire  a  little  heart 
With  juft  abhorrence  of  fo  mean  a  part, 
Than  fet  your  fon  to  work  at  a  vile  trade 
For  wages  fo  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives,  of  puerile  refort, 
That  are  of  chief  and  moll  approv'd  report, 
To  fuch  bafe  hopes,  in  many  a  fordid  foul, 
Owe  their  repute  in  part,  but  not  the  whole. 
A  principle,  whofe  proud  pretenfions  pafs 
Unqueftion'd,  though  the  jewel  be  but  glafs — 
That  with  a  world,  not  often  over-nice, 
Ranks  as  a  virtue,  and  is  yet  a  vice ; 
Or  rather  a  grofs  compound,  juftly  tried, 
Of  envy,  hatred,  jealoufy,  and  pride — 
Contributes  moft  perhaps  t'  enhance  their  fame; 
An  emulation  is  its  fpecious  name. 
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Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentious  zeal, 
Feel  all  the  rage  that  female  rivals  feel; 
The  prize  of  beauty  in  a  woman's  eyes 
Not  brighter  than  in  their's  the  fcholar's  prize. 
The  fpirit  of  that  competition  burns 
With  all  varieties  of  ill  by  turns ; 
Each  vainly  magnifies  his  own  fuccefs, 
Refents  his  fellow's,  wilhes  it  were  lefs, 
Exults  in  his  mifcarriage  if  he  fail, 
Deems  his  reward  too  great  if  he  prevail, 
And  labours  to  fnrpafs  him  day  and  night, 
Lefs  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  fpite. 
The  fpur  is  powerful,  and  I  grant  its  force ; 
It  pricks  the  genius  forward  in  its  courfe, 
Allows  (hort  time  for  play,  and  none  for  iloth  j 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both  : 
But  judge,  where  fo  much  evil  intervenes, 
The  end,  though  plaufible,  not  worth  the  means. 
Weigh,  for  a  moment,  claffical  defert 
Againft  an  heart  deprav'd  and  temper  hurt  j 
Hurt,  too,  perhaps  for  life ;  for  early  wrong, 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  affects  it  long ; 
And  you  are  ftaunch  indeed  in  learning's  caufe, 
If  you  can  crown  a  difcipline,  that  draws 
Such  mifchiefs  after  it,  with  much  applaufe. 
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Connexion  form'd  for  int'reft,  and  endear'd 
By  ieltifli  views,  thus  cenfur'd  and  cafhier'd  j 
And  emulation,  as  engend'ring  hate, 
Doom'd  to  a  no  lefs  ignominious  fate ; 
The  props  of  fuch  proud  feminaries  fall, 
The  Jachjn  and  the  Boaz  of  them  all. 
Great  fchools  rejefted,  then,  as  thofe  that  fwell 
Beyond  a  fize  that  can  be  manag'd  well, 
Shall  royal  inftitutions  mils  the  bays, 
And  fmall  academies  win  all  the  praife  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  its  juft  intent, 
I  praife  a  fchool  as  Pope  a  government ; 
So  tak«  my  judgment  iu  his  language  drefs'd— 
"  Whate'er  is  befl  adminifter'd  is  beft. ' 
Few  boys  are  born  with  talents  that  excel, 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  well ; 
Then  afk  not,  Whether  limited  or  large  ? 
But,  Watch  they  ftridly,  or  neglecl  their  charge  ? 
If  anxious  only  that  their  boys  may  learn, 
While  morals  languid),  a  defpis'd  concern, 
The  great  and  fmall  deferve  one  common  blame, 
Different  in  fize,  but  in  effe&  the  fame. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  caufe  all  teachers  boalt, 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  fvvay  the  molt; 
T  2 
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Therefore  in  towns  and  cities  they  abound, 
For  there  the  game  they  feek  is  eafieft  found ; 
Though  there,  in  fpite  of  all  that  care  can  do, 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  moft  abundant  too. 
If  fhrewd,  and  of  a  well-conftrufted  brain, 
Keen  in  purfuit,  and  vig'rous  to  retain, 
Your  fon  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  fkill  j 
As,  wherefoever  taught,  fo  form'd,  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  felf-complacent  air, 
Claims  more  than  half  the  praife  as  his  due  {hare. 
But,  if,  with  all  his  genius,  he  betray, 
Not  more  intelligent  than  loofe  and  gay, 
Such  vicious  habits  as  difgrace  his  name, 
Threaten  his  health,  his  fortune,  and  his  fame ; 
Though  want  of  due  reftraint  alone  have  bred 
The  fymptoms  that  you  fee  with  fo  much  dread  j 
Unenvy'd  there,  he  may  fuftain  alone 
The  whole  reproach — the  fault  was  all  his  own  ! 

Oh  'tis  a  fight  to  be  with  joy  perus'd, 
By  all  whom  fentiment  has  not  abus'd , 
New-fangled  fentiment,  the  boafted  grace 
Of  thofe  who  never  feel  in  the  right  place ; 
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A  fight  furpafs'd  by  none  that  we  can  (how, 

Though  Veftris  on  one  leg  dill  (bine  below; 

A  father  bleft  with  an  ingenuous  fon — 

Father,  and  friend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 

How! — turn  again  to  tales  long  fince  forgot, 

jEfop,  and  Phaedrus,  and  the  relt  ?— Why  not  ? 

He  will  not  blulh  that  has  a  father's  heart, 

To  take  in  childilh  plays  a  childilh  part ; 

But  bends  his  fturdy  back  to  any  toy 

That  youth  takes  pleafure  in,  to  pleafe  his  boy: 

Then  why  refign  into  a  ftranger's  hand 

A  tafk  as  much  within  your  own  command, 

That  God  and  nature,  and  your  int'reft  too, 

Seem  with  one  voice  to  delegate  to  you  ? 

Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  houfe  unknown 

For  one  whole  tend'reft  thoughts  all  hover  round 

your  own  ? 

This  fecond  weaning,  needlefs  as  it  is, 
How  does  it  lac' rate  both  your  heart  and  his ! 
Th'  indented  (tick,  that  lofes  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  till  all  are  fmooth'd  away, 
Bears  witnefs,  long  ere  his  difmiiUon  come, 
With  what  intenfc  defire  he  wants  his  home. 
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But,  though  the  joys  he  hopes  beneath  your  roof 

Bid  fair  enough  to  anfwer  in  the  proof, 

Harmlefs,  and  fafe,  and  nat'ral,  as  they  are, 

A  difappointment  waits  him  even  there  : 

Arriv'd,  he  feels  an  unexpected  change ; 

He  blufhes,  hangs  his  head,  is  fhy  and  ftrange, 

No  longer  takes,  as  once,  with  fearlefs  eafe, 

His  fav'rite  ftand  between  his  father's  knees, 

But  feeks  the  corner  of  foine  diftant  feat, 

And  eyes  the  door,  and  watches  a  retreat, 

And,  leaft  familiar  where  he  fhould  be  moft, 

Feels  all  his  happieft  privileges  loft. 

Alas,  poor  boy  I — the  natural  effecl: 

Of  love  by  abfence  chill'd  into  refpecl. 

Say,  what  accomplifhments,  at  fchool  acquir'd, 

Brings  he,  to  fweeten  fruits  fo  undefir'd  ? 

Thou  well  deferv'ft  an  alienated  fon, 

Unlefs  thy  confcious  heart  acknowledge — none ; 

None  that,  in  thy  domeftic  fnug  recefs, 

He  had  not  made  his  own  with  more  addrefs, 

Though  fome  perhaps  that  fhock  thy  feeling  mind, 

And  better  never  learn'd,  or  left  behind. 

Add  too,  that,  thus  eftrang'd,  thou  can'ft  obtain 

By  no  kind  arts  his  confidence  again ; 
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That  here  begins  with  moft  that  long  complaint 
Of  filial  franknefs  loft,  and  love  grown  faint, 
Which,  oft  neglected,  in  life's  waning  years 
A  parent  pours  into  regardlefs  ears. 

Like  caterpillars,  dangling  under  trees 
By  (lender  threads,  and  fwinging  in  the  breeze, 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  fore  difgrace 
The  boughs  in  which  are  bred  th'  unfeemly  racej 
While  ev'ry  worm  induftrioufly  weaves 
And  winds  his  web  about  the  rivell'd  leaves  j 
So  num'rous  are  the  follies  that  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  every  fprightly  boyj 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perverfe, 
Which  admonition  can  alone  difperfe. 
Th'  encroaching  nuifance  alks  a  faithful  hand, 
Patient,  affectionate,  of  high  command, 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhauli  the  plant  on  which  they  feed. 
'Tis  not  enough  that  Greek  or  Roman  page, 
At  ftated  hours,  his  freakifh  thoughts  engage; 
Ev'n  in  his  paftimes  he  requires  a  friend 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  fafcly  to  unbend, 
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O'er  all  his  pleafures  gently  to  prefide, 

Watch  his  emotions,  and  control  their  tide; 

And,  levying  thus,  and  with  an  eafy  fway, 

A  tax  of  profit  from  his  very  play, 

T  imprefs  a  value,  not  to  be  eras'd, 

On  moments  iquander'd  elfe,  and  running  all  to 

wafte. 

And  feems  it  nothing  in  a  father's  eye 
That  unimprov'd  thofe  many  moments  fly  ? 
And  is  he  well  content  his  fon  mould  find 
No  nourishment  to  feed  his  growing  mind 
But  conjugated  verbs  and  nouns  declin'd  ? 
For  fuch  is  all  the  mental  food  purvey 'd 
By  public  hacknies  in  the  fchooling  trade ; 
Who  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  with  itore 
Of  lyntax,  truly,  but  with  little  more ; 
Difmifs  their  cares  when  they  difmifs  their  flock — 
Machines  themfelves,  and  govern'd  by  a  clock. 
Perhaps  a  father,  bleft  with  any  brains, 
Would  deem  it  no  abufe,  or  wafte  of  pains, 
T"  improve  this  diet,  at  no  gre?t  expenfe, 
With  fav'ry  truth  and  wholefome  common  fenfej 
To  lead  his  fon,  for  profpe£ls  of  delight, 
To  fome  not  fteep,  though  philofophic,  height, 
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Thence  to  exhibit  to  his  wond'ring  eyes 
Yon  circling  worlds,  their  dittance,  and  their  fizc, 
The  moons  of  Jove,  and  Saturn's  belted  ball, 
And  the  harmonious  order  of  them  all  j 
To  ihow  him,  in  an  infect  or  a  rlow'r, 
Such  microfcopic  proof  of  Ikill  and  pow'r, 
As,  hid  from  ages  paft,  God  now  difplays 
To  combat  atheifls  with  in  modern  days  ; 
To  fpread  the  earth  before  him,  and  commend, 
With  defignation  of  the  finger's  end, 
Its  various  parts  to  his  attentive  note, 
Thus  bringing  home  to  him  the  moft  remote ; 
To  teach  his  heart  to  glow  with  gen'rous  flame, 
Caught  from  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fame  j 
And,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due 
To  fet  fome  living  worthy  in  his  view, 
Whofe  fair  example  may  at  once  infpire 
A  wifli  to  copy  what  he  muft  admire. 
Such  knowledge,  gain'd  betimes,  and  which  ap- 
pears, 
Though  folid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  years, 

'.:i  itfelf,  and  not  forbidding  fport, 
When  health  demands  it,  of  athletic  fort, 
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Would  make  him — what  fome  lovely  boys  have 

been, 

And  more  than  one,  perhaps,  that  I  have  feen — 
An  evidence  and  reprehenfion  both 
Of  the  mere  fchool-boy's  lean  and  tardy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  man  profeflionally  tied, 
"With  all  thy  faculties  elfewhere  applied, 
Too  bufy  to  intend  a  meaner  care 
Than  how  t'  enrich  thyfelf,  and  next  thine  heir ; 
Or  art  thou  (as,  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  art) 
But  poor  in  knowledge,  having  none  t'  impart ; — 
Behold  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  clad ; 
His  fprightly  mingled  with  a  (hade  of  fad ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Heard  to  articulate  like  other  men  ; 
No  jefter,  and  yet  lively  in  difcourfe, 
His  phrafe  well  chofen,  clear,  and  full  of  force  j 
And  his  addrefs,  if  not  quite  French  in  eafe, 
Not  Englifh  ftiff,  but  frank,  and  form'd  topleafe; 
Low  in  the  world,  becaufe  he  fcorns  its  arts ; 
A  man  of  letters,  manners,  morals,  parts  j 
Unpatroniz'd,  and  therefore  little  known ; 
Wife  for  himfelf  and  his  few  friends  alone— 
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In  him  thy  well-appointed  proxy  fee, 
Arm'd  for  a  work  too  difficult  for  thee ; 
Prepar'd  by  tafte,  by  learning,  and  true  worth, 
To  form  thy  fon,  to  flrike  his  genius  forth} 
Beneath  thy  roof,  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove 
The  force  of  difcipline  when  back'd  by  love  j 
To  double  all  thy  pleafure  in  thy  child, 
His  mind  inform'd,  his  morals  undefil'd. 
Safe  under  fuch  a  wing,  the  boy  (hall  ihow 
No  fpots  contracted  among  grooms  below, 
Nor  taint  his  fpeech  with  meannefles,  defign'd 
By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  refm'd. 
There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  liv'ried  herd, 
Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  fear'd  j 
For,  fince  (fo  famion  dictates)  all,  who  claim 
An  higher  than  a  mere  plebeian  fame, 
Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mifchief  may, 
To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay, 
(And  they  that  can  afford  th*  expenfe  of  more, 
Some  half  a  dozen,  and  fome  half  a  fcore) 
Great  caufe  occurs  to  fave  him  from  a  band 
So  fure  to  fpoil  him,  and  fo  near  at  hand ; 
A  point  fccur'd,  if  once  he  be  fupplied 
With  fome  fuch  Mentor  always  at  his  fide. 
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Are  fuch  men  rare  ?  perhaps  they  would  abound 

Were  occupation  eafier  to  be  found, 

Were  education,  elfe  fo  fure  to  tail, 

Condufted  on  a  manageable  fcale, 

And  fchools,  that  have  out-liv'd  all  juft  efteem, 

Exchang'd  for  the  fecure  domeftic  fcheme. — 

But,  having  found  him,  be  thou  duke  or  earl, 

Show  thou  haft  fenfe  enough  to  prize  the  pearl, 

And,  as  thou  would'ft  th'  advancement  of  thine  heir 

In  all  good  faculties  beneath  his  care, 

RefpecT:,  as  is  but  rational  and  juft, 

A  man  deem'd  worthy  of  fo  dear  a  truft. 

Defpis'd  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  exped 

From  youthful  folly  than  the  fame  neglect  ? 

Aflat  and  fatal  negative  obtains, 

That  inftant,  upon  all  his  future  pains ; 

His  leffons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  offend, 

And  all  th'  inftrudions  of  thy  foil's  beft  friend 

Are  a  ftream  choak'd,  or  trickling  to  no  end. 

Doom  him  not  then  to  folitary  meals ; 

But  recoiled  that  he  has  fenfe  and  feels; 

And  that,  poffeflbr  of  a  foul  refin'd, 

An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind, 


REVIEW  OF    SCHOOLS.  285 

His  poft  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown, 
He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 
And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  fit, 
Account  him  no  juft  mark  for  idle  wit ; 
Offend  not  him,  whom  modefty  reftrains 
From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  difdains  j 
Much  lefs  transfix  his  feelings  with  an  oath  j 
Nor  frown,  unlefs  he  vanifh  with  the  cloth. — 
And,  trail  me,  his  utility  may  reach 
To  more  than  he  is  hir'd  or  bound  to  teach ; 
Much  trafh  unutter'd,  and  fome  ills  undone, 
Through  rev'rence  of  the  cenfor  of  thy  fon. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  unclean, 
Foul  with  excefs,  and  with  difcourfe  obfcene, 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  following  her  old  plan, 
The  world  accounts  an  honourable  man, 
Becaufe  forfooth  thy  courage  has  been  tried 
And  (tood  the  teft,  perhaps  on  the  wrong  fide; 
Though  thou  hadft  never  grace  enough  to  prove 
That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy  love ; — 
Or  haft  thou  a  polite,  card-playing  wife, 
Chain'd  to  the  routs  that  (he  frequents  for  lite ; 
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Who,  juft  when  induftry  begins  to  fnore, 
Flies, wing'd  with  joy,tofome  coach-crowded  door ; 
And  thrice  in  ev'ry  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chariots  and  fedans  in  town, 
Thyfelf  meanwhile  e'en  Ihifting  as  thou  may 'ft ; 
Not  very  fober  though,  not  very  chafte  ; — 
Or  is  thine  houfe,  though  lefs  fuperb  thy  rank, 
If  not  a  fcene  of  pleafure,  a  mere  blank, 
And  thou  at  bed,  and  in  thy  fob' reft  mood, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empty  of  all  good  ; — 
Though  mercy  for  thyfelf  thou  canft  have  none, 
Hear  nature  plead,  fliow  mercy  to  thy  fon. 
Sav'd  from  his  home,  where  ev'ry  day  brings  forth 
Some  mifchief  fatal  to  his  future  worth, 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  diftant  fpot, 
Within  fome  pious  paftor's  humble  cot, 
Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean, 
The  moft  feducing  and  the  oft'neft  feen) 
May  never  more  be  ftamp'd  upon  his  breaft, 
Nor  yet  perhaps  incurably  imprefs'd:  — 
Where  early  reft  makes  early  rifing  fure, 
Difeafe  or  comes  not,  or  finds  eafy  cure, 
Prevented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain  ; 
Or,  if  it  enter,  foon  ftarv'd  out  again : — 
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Where  all  th'  attention  of  his  faithful  hoft, 
Difcreetly  limited  to  two  at  moft, 
May  raife  fuch  fruits  as  fhall  reward  his  care, 
And  not  at  laft  evaporate  in  air : — 
Where,  ftillnefs  aiding  ftudy,  and  his  mind 
Serene,  and  to  his  duties  much  inclin'd, 
Not  occupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  home, 
Of  pleafures  paft,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 
His  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  laft 
In  fettled  habit  and  decided  taftc. — 
But  whom  do  I  adviie  ?  the  famion-led, 
Th' incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf,  the  dead! 
Whom  care  and  cool  deliberation  fuit 
Not  better  much  than  fpe&acles  a  brute ; 
Who,  if  their  fons  fome  flight  tuition  (hare, 
Deem  it  of  no  great  moment  whofe,  or  where ; 
Too  proud  t'  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown, 
And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 
But,  courage,  man  !  methought  the  mufe  replied, 
Mankind  arc  various,  and  the  world  is  wide : 
The  oftrich,  fiilieft  of  the  feather'd  kind, 
And  form'd  of  God  without  a  parent's  mind, 
Commits  her  eggs,  incautious,  to  the  duft, 
Forgetful  that  the  foot  may  cruih  the  truft ; 
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And,  while  on  public  nurs'ries  they  rely, 
Not  knowing,  and  too  oft  not  caring,  why, 
Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer, 
No  few,  that  would  feem  wife,  referable  her. 
But  all  are  not  alike.     Thy  warning  voice 
May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  choice  j 
And  fome  perhaps,  who,  bufy  as  they  are, 
Yet  make  their  progeny  their  deareft  care, 
(Whofe  hearts  will  ache,  once  told  what  ills  may 

reach 

Their  offspring,  left  upon  fo  wild  a  beach) 
Will  need  no  tirefs  of  argument  t'  enforce 
Th'  expedience  of  a  lefs  advent'rous  courfe : 
The  reft  will  flight  thy  counfel,  or  condemn  ; 
But  they  have  human  feelings — turn  to  them. 

To  you,  then,  tenants  of  life's  middle  fiate, 
Securely  plac'd  between  the  fmall  and  great, 
Whofe  character,  yet  undebauch'd,  retains 
Two  thirds  of  all  the  virtue  that  remains, 
Who,  wife  yourfelves,  defire  your  fons  fhould  learn 
Your  wifdom  and  your  ways — to  you  I  turn. 
Look  round  you  on  a  world  perverfely  blind  ; 
See  what  contempt  is  fall'n  on  human  kind ; 
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See  wealth  abus'd,  and  dignities  mifplac'd, 
Great  titles,  offices,  and  trufts  difgrac'd, 
Long  lines  of  anceftry,  renown'd  of  old, 
Their  noble  qualities  all  quench'd  and  cold  j 
See  Bedlam's  clofetted  and  hand-curFd  charge 
Surpafs'd  in  frenzy  by  the  mad  at  large; 
See  great  commanders  making  war  a  trade, 
Great  lawyers,  lawyers  without  ftudy  made ; 
Churchmen,  in  whofe  efteem  their  .bleil  employ 
Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  joy, 
Who,  far  enough  from  furnifhing  their  {helves 
With  gofpel  lore,  turn  infidels  themfelvesj 
See  womanhood  defpis'd,  and  manhood  iharu'd 
With  infamy  too  naufeous  to  be  uam'd, 
Fops  at  all  corners,  lady-like  in  mien, 
Civeted  fellows,  fmelt  ere  they  are  feen, 
Elfe  coarfe  and  rude  in  manners,  and  their  tongue 
On  fire  with  curfes,  and  with  nonfenfe  hung, 
Now  fluih'd  with  drunk'nefs,  now  with  whoredom 

pale, 

Their  breath  a  fample  of  laft  night's  regale ; 
See  volunteers  in  all  the  vileft  arts, 
Men  well  endow'd,  of  honourable  parts, 
VOL.  n.  U 
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Defign'd  by  nature  wife,  but  felf-made  fools ; — 
All  thefe,  and  more  like  thefe,  were  bred  at  fchools ! 
And,  if  it  chance,  as  fometimes  chance  it  will, 
That,  though  fchool-bred,  the  boy  be  virtuous  (till ; 
Such  rare  exceptions,  mining  in  the  dark, 
Prove,  rather  than  impeach,  the  juft  remark : 
As  here  and  there  a  twinkling  ftar  defcried 
Serves  but  to  ihow  how  black  is  all  befide. 
Now  look  on  him,  whofe  very  voice  in  tone 
Juft  echoes  thine,  whofe  features  are  thine  own, 
And  ftroke  his  polifh'd  cheek  of  pureft  red, 
And  lay  thine  hand  upon  his  flaxen  head, 
And  fay< — My  boy,  th'  unwelcome  hour  is  come, 
When  thou,  tranfplanted  from  thy  genial  home, 
Muft  find  a  colder  foil  and  bleaker  air, 
And  truft  for  fafety  to  a  ftranger's  care ; 
What  character,  what  turn  thou  wilt  affume 
From  conftant  converfe  with  I  know  not  whom ; 
Who  there  will  court  thy  friendfhip,  with  what 

views, 

And,  artlefs  as  thou  art,  whom  thou  wilt  choofej 
Though  much  depends  on  what  thy  choice  fliall  be, 
Is  all  chance  medley,  and  unknown  to  me. — 
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Can'ft  thou,  the  tear  juft  trembling  on  thy  lids, 
And  while  the  dreadful  rifque  tbrefeen  forbids ; 
Free,  too,  and  under  no  conftraining  force, 
Unlefs  the  fway  of  cuftora  warp  thy  courfe  j 
Lay  fuch  a  ftake  upon  the  lofing  fide, 
Merely  to  gratify  fo  blind  a  guide  ? 
Thou  can'ft  not !  Nature,  pulling  at  thine  heart, 
Condemns  th'  unfatherly,  th'  imprudent  part. 
Thou  would'ft  not,  deaf  to  Nature's  tend'reft  plea, 
Turn  him  adrift  upon  a  rolling  fea, 
Nor  fay,  Go  thither,  confcious  that  there  lay 
A  brood  of  afps,  or  quickfands  in  his  wayj 
Then,  only  govern'd  by  the  felf-fame  rule 
Of  nat'ral  pity,  fend  him  not  to  fchool. 
No— guard  him  better.     Is  he  not  thine  own, 
Thyfelf  in  miniature,  thy  flelh,  thy  bone  ? 
And  hop'ft  thou  not  ('tis  ev'ry  father's  hope) 
That,  fince  thy  ftrength  mult  with  thy  years  elope, 
And  thou  wilt  need  fome  comfort  to  afluage 
Health's  laft  farewell,  a  ftaff  of  thine  old  age, 
That  then,  in  recompenfe  of  all  thy  cares, 
Thy  child  (hall  (how  refpect  to  thy  gray  hair-. 
Befriend  thee,  of  all  other  friends  ben -ft, 
And  give  thy  life  its  only  cordial  left  ? 
U  2 
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Aware  then  how  much  danger  intervenes, 
To  compafs  that  good  end,  forecaft  the  means. 
His  heart,  now  paffive,  yields  to  thy  command  ;— 
Secure  it  thine,  its  key  is  in  thine  hand. 
If  thou  defert  thy  charge,  and  throw  it  wide, 
Nor  heed  what  guefts  there  enter  and  abide, 
Complain  not  if  attachments  lewd  and  bafe 
Supplant  thee  in  it,  and  ufurp  thy  place. 
But,  if  thou  guard  its  facred  chambers  fure 
From  vicious  inmates  and  delights  impure, 
Either  his  gratitude  mall  hold  him  faft, 
And  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  laft  j 
Or,  if  he  prove  unkind  (as  who  can  fay 
Bat,  being  man,  and  therefore  frail,  he  may  ?) 
One  comfort  yet  mail  cheer  thine  aged  heart — 
Howe'er  he  flight  thee,  thou  haft  done  thy  part. 

Oh  barb'rous !  would'ft  thou  with  a  Gothic  hand 
Pull  down  the  fchools — what! — all  the  fchools 

i'  th'  land ; 

Or  throw  them  up  to  liv'ry-nags  and  grooms, 
Or  turn  them  into  fhops  and  auction  rooms  ? 
A  captious  queftion,  fir,  (and  your's  is  one) 
Deferves  an  anfwer  fimilar,  or  none. 
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Would' ft  thou,  pofleflbr  of  a  flock,  employ 
(Appriz'd  that  he  is  fuch)  a  carelefs  boy, 
And  feed  h^m  well,  and  give  him  handfome  pay, 
Merely  to  fleep,  and  let  them  run  aftray  ? 
Survey  our  fchools  and  colleges,  and  fee 
A  fight  not  much  unlike  my  fimile. 
From  education,  as  the  leading  caufe, 
The  public  chara&er  its  colour  draws  j 
Thence  the  prevailing  manners  take  their  caft, 
Extravagant  or  fober,  loofe  or  chafte. 
And,  though  I  would  not  advertife  them  yet, 
Nor  write  on  each — This  Building  to  be  Lett 
Unlefs  the  world  were  all  prepar'd  t'  embrace 
A  plan  well  worthy  to  fupply  their  place  ; 
Yet,  backward  as  they  are,  and  long  have  been, 
To  cultivate  and  keep  the  MORALS  clean, 
(Forgive  the  crime)  I  wifh  them,  I  confers, 
Or  better  manag'd,  or  encourag'd  Ie&. 


OK 

THE    DEATH 

OF 

MRS.    THROCKMORTON'S 

BULFINCH. 


YE  nymphs !  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
With  tears  o'er  haplefs  fav'rites  flied, 

O  (hare  Maria's  grief! 
Her  fav'rite,  even  in  his  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage?) 

Aflaflin'd  by  a  thief. 

Where  Rhenus  drays  his  vines  among. 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  fprung, 

And  though  by  nature  mute, 
Or  only  with  a  whittle  bleft, 
Well-taught,  he  all  the  founds  cxprefs'd 

Of  flagelet  or  flute. 
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The  honours  of  his  ebon  poll 

Were  brighter  than  the  fleekeft  mole; 

His  bofom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora  decks  the  fkies, 
When  piping  winds  ihall  foon  arife 

To  fweep  up  all  the  dew. 

Above,  below,  in  all  the  houfe, 
Dire  foe,  alike  to  bird  and  moufe, 

No  cat  had  leave  to  dwell ; 
And  Bully's  cage  fupported  Hood, 
On  props  of  fmootheft-fhaven  wood, 

Large-built  and  lattic'd  well. 

Well-lattic'd — but  the  grate,  alas ! 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  fteel  or  brafs, 

For  Bully's  plumage  fake, 
But  fmooth  with  wands  from  Oufe's  fide, 
With  which,  when  neatly  peel'd  and  dried, 

The  f wains  their  baikets  make. 

Night  veil'd  the  pole.     All  feem'd  fecure. 
When  led  by  inftin6t  {harp  and  fure, 
Subfiftence  to  provide, 
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A  beaft  forth-fallied  on  the  fcout, 
Long-back'd,  long-tail'd,  with  whilker'd  fnout, 
And  badger-colour 'd  hide. 

He,  en  t' ring  at  the  ftudy-door, 
Its  ample  area  'gan  explore ; 

And  fomething  in  the  wind 
Conje&ur'd,  fniffing  round  and  round, 
Better  than  all  the  books  he  found, 

Food,  chiefly,  for  the  mind. 

Juft  then,  by  adverfe  fate  imprefs'd, 
A  dream  difturb'd  poor  Bully's  reft  j 

In  fleep  he  feem'd  to  view 
A  rat,  faft-clinging  to  the  cage, 
And,  fcreaming  at  the  fad  prefage, 

Awoke  and  found  it  true. 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  fcent, 
Right  to  his  mark  the  monfler  went— 

Ah,  Mufe  !  forbear  to  fpeak 
Minute  the  horrors  that  enfued  j 
His  teeth  were  ftrong,  the  cage  was  wood- 
He  left  poor  Bully's  beak. 
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He  left  it— but  he  mould  have  ta'en 
That  beak,  whence  iflued  many  a  ftrain 

Of  fuch  mellifluous  tone, 
Might  have  repaid  him  well,  I  wote, 
For  filencing  fo  fweet  a  throat, 

Fait  fet  within  his  own. 

Maria  weeps — The  Mufes  mourn — 
So,  when  by  Bacchanalians  torn, 

On  Thracian  Hebrus'  fide 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheus  fell  j 
His  head  alone  remain'd  to  tell 

The  cruel  death  he  died. 


THE     ROSE. 

THE  rofehad  been  wafh'd,  juft  wafh'd  in  a  fhower, 
Which  Mary  to  Anna  convey 'd, 

The  plentiful  moifture  incumber'd  the  flower, 
And  weisrh'd  down  its  beautiful  head. 
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The  cup  was  all  fill'd,  and  the  leaves  were  all  wet. 
And  it  feem'd  to  a  fanciful  view, 

To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regret, 
On  the  flourifhing  bum  where  it  grew. 

I  haftily  feiz'd  it,  unfit  as  it  was, 
For  a  nofegay,  fo  dripping  and  drown'd, 

And  fwinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas ! 
I  fhapp'd  it,  it  fell  to  the  ground. 

And  fuch,  I  exclaim'd,  is  the  pitilefs  part 
Some  aft  by  the  delicate  mind, 

Regardlefs  of  wringing  and  breaking  a  heart 
Already  to  forrow  refign'd. 

This  elegant  rofe,  had  I  fliaken  it  lefs, 
Might  have  bloom'd  with  its  owner  awhile, 

And  the  tear  that  is  wip'd  with  a  little  addrefs, 
May  be  follow'd  perhaps  by  a  fmile. 
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THE  POET'S  NEW,YEAR'S  GIFT. 

TO    MRS.  THROCKMORTON. 

MARIA!  I  have  ev'ry  good 

For  thee  wifli'd  many  a  time, 
Both  fad,  and  in  a  cheerful  mood, 

But  never  yet  in  rhime. 

To  wiih  thee  fairer  is  no  need, 
More  prudent,  or  more  fprightly, 

Or  more  ingenious,  or  more  freed 
From  temper-flaws  unfightly. 

What  favour,  then,  not  yet  poflefs'd, 

Can  I  for  thee  require, 
In  wedded  love  already  bleft, 

To  thy  whole  heart's  defire  ? 

None  here  is  happy  but  in  part  j 

Full  blifs  is  blifs  divine ; 
There  dwells  fome  wifli  in  ev'ry  heart, 

And,  doubtlefs,  one  in  thine. 
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That  wifli,  on  fome  fair  future  day, 
Which  fate  (hall  brightly  gild, 

(Tis  blamelefs,  be  it  what  it  may) 
I  wifh  it  all  fulfill*. 
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ON  AN  INK-GLASS  ALMOST  DRIED  IN  THE  SUN. 

PATRON  of  all  thofe  lucklefs  brains, 

That,  to  the  wrong  fide  leaning, 
Indite  much  metre  with  much  pains, 

And  little  or  no  meaning, 

Ah  why,  fince  oceans,  rivers,  ftreams, 

That  water  all  the  nations, 
Pay  tribute  to  thy  glorious  beams, 

In  conftant  exhalations, 

Why,  {looping  from  the  noon  of  day, 

Too  covetous  of  drink, 
Apollo,  haft  thou  ftol'n  away 

A  poet's  drop  of  ink  ? 
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Upborne  into  the  viewlefs  air, 

It  floats  a  vapour  now, 
Impell'd  thro'  regions  denfe  and  rare, 

By  all  the  winds  that  blow. 

Ordain'd,  perhaps,  ere  fummer  flies, 
Combin'd  with  millions  more, 

To  form  an  iris  in  the  ikies, 
Though  black  and  foul  before. 

Illuftrious  drop  !  and  happy  then 

Beyond  the  happieft  lot, 
Of  all  that  ever  pafs'd  my  pen, 

So  foon  to  be  forgot ! 

Phoebus,  if  fuch  be  thy  defign, 

To  place  it  in  thy  bow, 
Give  wit,  that  what  is  left  may  fhine 

With  equal  grace  below. 


CATHARINA.  303 


CATHARINA. 

ADDRESSED    TO    MISS    STAPLETON. 

SHE  came — fhe  is  gone — we  have  met — 

And  meet  perhaps  never  again  3 
The  fun  of  that  moment  is  fet, 

And  feems  to  have  rifen  in  vain. 
Catharina  has  fled  like  a  dream — 

(So  vanifhes  pleafure,  alas  !) 
But  has  left  a  regret  and  efteem 

That  will  not  fo  fuddenly  pafs. 

The  la  ft  evening- ramble  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Our  progrefs  was  often  delay 'd 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  nigh. 
We  paus'd  under  many  a  tree, 

And  much  (lie  was  charm'd  with  a  tone 
Lefs  fweet  to  Maria  and  me, 

Who  had  witnefs'd  fo  lately  her  own. 
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My  numbers  that  day  me  had  fung, 

And  gave  them  a  grace  fo  divine, 
As  only  her  rnufical  tongue 

Could  infufe  into  numbers  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  heard,  I  efteem'd 

The  work  of  my  fancy  the  more, 
And  e'en  to  myfelf  never  feem'd 

So  tuneful  a  poet  before. 

Though  the  pleafures  of  London  exceed 

In  number  the  days  of  the  year, 
Catharina,  did  nothing  impede, 

Would  feel  herfelf  happier  here  j 
For  the  clofe-woven  arches  of  limes, 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  know, 
Are  fweeter  to  her  many  times 

Than  all  that  the  city  can  mow. 

So  it  is,  when  the  mind  is  endued 

With  a  well-judging  tafte  from  above, 

Then,  whether  embellifh'd  or  rude, 
'Tis  nature  alone  that  we  love. 

The  achievements  of  art  may  amufe, 
May  even  our  wonder  excite, 
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But  groves,  hills,  and  vallies,  diffufe 
A  lading,  a  facred  delight. 

Since  then  in  the  rural  recefs 

Catharina  alone  can  rejoice, 
May  it  ftill  be  her  lot  to  poffefs 

The  fcene  of  her  fenfible  choice ! 
To  inhabit  a  manfion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  ftreet-pacing  fteeds, 
And  by  Philomel's  annual  note 

To  meafure  the  life  that  (he  leads. 

With  her  book,  and  her  voice,  and  her  lyre, 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home, 
And  with  fcenes  that  new  rapture  infpire 

As  oft  as  it  fuits  her  to  roam, 
She  will  have  juft  the  life  (he  prefers, 

With  little  to  wim  or  to  fear, 
And  ours  will  be  pleafant  as  hers, 

Might  we  view  her  enjoying  it  here. 
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THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED. 

A       TALE. 

A  HERMIT  (or  if  'chance  you  hold 
That  title  now  too  trite  and  old) 
A  man,  once  young,  who  lived  retired 
As  hermit  could  have  well  defired, 
His  hours  of  fludy  clofed  at  laft, 
And  finifh'd  his  concife  repaft, 
Stoppled  his  crufe,  replaced  his  book 
Within  its  cuftomary  nook. 
And,  ftaff  in  hand,  fet  forth  to  fliare 
The  fober  cordial  of  fweet  air, 
Like  Ifaac,  with  a  mind  applied 
To  ferious  thought  at  evening-tide. 
Autumnal  rains  had  made  it  chill, 
And  from  the  trees  that  fringed  his  hill 
Shades  flanting  at  the  clofe  of  day 
Chill'd  more  his  elfe  delightful  way. 
Diftant  a  little  mile  he  fpied 
A  weltern  bank's  ftill  funny  fide, 
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And  right  toward  the  favour'd  place 
Proceeding  with  his  nimbleft  pace, 
In  hope  to  baik  a  little  yet, 
Juft  reach'd  it  when  the  fun  was  fet. 

Your  hermit,  young  and  jovial  firs! 
Learns  fomething  from  whate'er  occurs — 
And  hence,  he  faid,  my  mind  computes 
The  real  worth  of  man's  purluits. 
His  objed  chofen,  wealth  or  fame, 
Or  other  fublunary  game, 
Imagination  to  his  view 
Frefents  it  deck'd  with  ev'ry  hue 
That  can  feduce  him  not  to  fpare 
His  pow 'rs  of  beft  exertion  there, 
But  youth,  health,  vigour,  to  expend 
On  fo  defirable  an  end. 
Ere  long,  approach  life's  evening  (hades 
The  glow  that  fancy  gave  it  fades ; 
And,  earn'd  too  late,  it  wants  the  grace 
Which  firft  engag'd  him  in  the  chafe. 

True,  anfwer'd  an  angelic  guide, 
Attendant  at  the  fenior's  fide — 
But  whether  all  the  time  it  colt 
To  urge  the  fruitlefs  chafe  be  loft, 
X  2 
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Muft  be  decided  by  the  worth 
Of  that  which  call'd  his  ardour  forth. 
Trifles  purfu'd,  whate'er  th'  event, 
Muft  caufe  him  (hame  or  difcontent  j 
A  vicious  object  ftill  is  worfe, 
Succefsful  there,  he  wins  a  curfe  j 
But  he,  whom  e'en  in  life's  laft  ftage 
Endeavours  laudable  engage, 
Is  paid,  at  lead  in  peace  of  mind, 
And  fenfe  of  having  well  defign'd  j 
And  if,  ere  he  attain  his  end, 
His  fun  precipitate  defcend, 
A  brighter  prize  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  recompenfe  his  mere  intent. 
No  virtuous  wifh  can  bear  a  date 
Either  too  early  or  too  late. 
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THE    FAITHFUL   FRIEND. 

THE  green  houfe  is  my  fummer  featj 
My  fluubs  difplac'd  from  that  retreat 

Enjoy 'd  the  open  airj 
Two  goldfinches,  whofe  fprightly  fong 
Had  been  their  mutual  folace  long, 

Liv'd  happy  pris'ners  there. 

They  fang,  as  blithe  as  firiches  fing 
That  flutter  loofe  on  golden  wing, 

And  frolic  where  they  lift  $ 
Strangers  to  liberty,  'tis  true, 
But  that  delight  they  never  knew, 

And,  therefore,  never  mifs'd* 

But  nature  works  in  ev'ry  breaft  j 
Inftinct  is  never  quite  fupprelVu  ; 

And  Dick  felt  fome  de fires, 
Which,  after  many  an  eftbrt  vain, 
Inftructed  him  at  length  to  gain 

A  pafs  between  his  wires. 
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The  open  windows  feera'd  to  invite 
The  freeman  to  a  farewell  flight  ; 

But  Tom  was  ftill  confin'd ; 
And  Dick,  although  his  way  was  clear, 
Was  much  too  gen'rous  and  fincere 

To  leave  his  friend  behind. 

For,  fettling  on  his  grated  roof, 

He  chirp'd  and  kifs'd  him,  giving  proof 

That  he  delir'd  no  more ; 
Nor  would  forfake  his  cage  at  laft, 
Till  gently  feiz'd,  I  {nut  him  faft, 

A  pris'ner  as  before. 

Oh  ye,  who  never  knew  the  joys 
Of  Friendship,  fatisfied  with  noife, 

Fandango,  ball  and  rout ! 
Blufti,  when  I  tell  you  how  a  bird, 
A  prilbn,  with  a  friend,  preferr'd 

To  liberty  without. 
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PAIRING  TIME  ANTICIPATED. 

A      FABLE. 

I  SHALL  not  afk  Jean  Jacques  Roufieau*, 

If  birds  confabulate  or  uoj 

Tis  clear  that  they  were  always  able 

To  hold  difcourfe,  at  lead,  in  fable  j 

And  ev'n  the  child,  who  knows  no  better, 

Than  to  interpret  by  the  letter, 

A  ftory  of  a  cock  aud  bull, 

Muft  have  a  moft  uncommon  ikull. 

It  chanc'd  then,  on  a  winter's  day, 
But  warm  and  bright,  and  calm  as  May, 
The  birds,  conceiving  a  defign 
To  foreftal  fweet  St.  Valentiue, 
In  many  an  orchard,  copfe,  and  grove, 
Aflembled  on  affairs  of  love, 

•  It  was  one  of  the  whimfical  fpcculations  of  this  philofopher, 
that  all  fables  which  afcribe  rcafon  and  fpeech  to  animals  fhould 
be  withheld  from  children,  as  being  only  vehicles  of  deception. 
But  what  child  was  ever  deceived  l>y  them,  or  can  be,  ag.iinft  tin 
evidence  of  his  fcnfes  ? 


312          PAIRING  TIME  ANTICIPATED. 

And  with  much  twitter  and  much  chatter, 
Began  to  agitate  the  matter. 
At  length  a  Bulfinch,  who  could  boaft 
More  years  and  wifdom  than  the  moft, 
Entreated,  op'ning  wide  his  beak, 
A  moment's  liberty  to  fpeak ; 
And,  filence  publicly  enjoin'd, 
Deliver'd  briefly  thus  his  mind. 

My  friends !  be  cautious  how  ye  treat 
The  fubjeft  upon  which  we  meet  j 
J  fear  we  lhall  have  winter  yet. 

A  Finch,  whofe  tongue  knew  no  control, 
With  golden  wing  and  fatin  pole, 
A  la  ft  year's  bird,  who  ne'er  had  tried 
What  marriage  means,  thus  pert  replied. 

Methinks  the  gentleman,  quoth  me, 
Oppofite  in  the  apple-tree, 
By  his  good  will,  would  keep  us  fingle 
Till  yonder  heav'n  and  earth  fhall  mingle, 
Or  (which  is  likelier  to  befall) 
Till  death  exterminate  us  all. 
1  marry  without  more  ado, 
My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  fay  you  ? 
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Dick  heard,  and  tweedling,  ogling,  bridling, 
Turning  fhort  round,  ftrutting  and  fideling, 
Attefled,  glad,  his  approbation 
Of  an  immediate  conjugation. 
Their  fentirnents  fo  well  exprefs'd, 
Influenc'd  mightily  the  reft, 
All  pair'd,  and  each  pair  built  a  neft. 

But  though  the  birds  were  thus  in  hafte, 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  fo  faft, 
And  deftiny,  that  fometimes  bears 
An  afpect  ftern  on  man's  affairs, 
Not  altogether  fmil'd  on  theirs. 
The  wind,  of  late  breath'd  gently  forth, 
Now  Ihifted  eaft  and  eaft  by  north  j 
Bare  trees  and  ihrubs  but  ill,  you  know, 
Could  (heller  them  from  rain  or  fnow, 
Stepping  into  their  nefts,  they  paddled, 
Themfelves  were  chill'd,  their  eggs  were  addled; 
Soon  ev'ry  father  bird  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelfome,  and  peck'd  each  other, 
Parted  without  the  leaft  regret, 
Except  that  tkey  had  ever  met, 
And  learn'd,  in  future,  to  be  wifcr. 
Than  to  neglect  a  good  advifer. 
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INSTRUCTION. 

Miffes  t  the  tale  that  I  relate 
This  leffon  feems  to  carry — 

Choofe  not  alone  a  proper  mate, 
But  proper  time  to  marry. 


THE    NEEDLESS    ALARM. 

A       TALE. 

THERE  is  a  field  through  which  I  often  pafs, 
Thick  overfpread  with  mofs  and  filky  grafs, 
Adjoining  clofe  to  Kilwick's  echoing  wood, 
Where  oft  the  bitch-fox  hides  her  haplefs  brood, 
Referv'd  to  folace  many  a  neighb'ring  Tquire, 
That  he  may  follow  them  through  brake  and  briar, 
Contufion  hazarding  of  neck  or  fpine, 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  fport  divine. 
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A  narrow  brook,  by  rumy  banks  conceal'd, 
Runs  in  a  bottom,  and  divides  the  field  j 
Oaks  interfperfe  it,  that  had  once  a  head, 
But  now  wear  crefts  of  oven-wood  inftead ; 
And  where  the  land  (lopes  to  its  wat'ry  bourn, 
Wide  yawns  a  gulph  befide  a  ragged  thorn ; 
Bricks  line  the  fides,  but  fhiver'd  long  ago, 
And  horrid  brambles  intertwine  below  j 
A  hollow  fcoop'd,  I  judge  in  ancient  time, 
For  baking  earth,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  her  berries  red, 
With  which  the  fieldfare,  wint'ry  gueft,  is  fedj 
Nor  autumn  yet  had  brufh'd  from  ev'ry  fpray, 
With  her  chill  hand,  the  mellow  leaves  awayj 
But  corn  was  hous'd,  and  beans  were  in  the  (lack, 
Now,  therefore,  iffued  forth  the  fpotted  pack, 
With  tailshigh  mounted,  ears  hung  low,  and  throat* 
With  a  whole  gamut  fill'd  of  heav'nly  notes, 
For  which,  alas!  my  deftiny  fevere, 
Though  ears  (he  gave  me  two,  gave  me  no  ear. 

The  fun,  accomplishing  his  early  march, 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  heav'n's  topmoft  afcb, 
When,  exercife  and  air  my  only  aim, 
And  heedlefs  whither,  to  that  field  I  came, 
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Ere  yet  with  ruthlefs  joy  the  happy  hound 
Told  hill  and  dale  that  Reynard's  track  was  found, 
Or  with  the  high-rais'd  horn's  melodious  clang 
All  Kilwick*  and  all  Dingle-deny*  rang. 

Sheep  graz'd  the  field}  fome  with  foft  bofom 

prefs'd 

The  herb  as  foft,  while  nibbling  ftray'd  the  reft; 
Nor  noife  was  heard  but  of  the  hafty  brook, 
Struggling,  detain'd  in  many  a  petty  nook. 
All  feem'd  fo  peaceful,  that  from  them  convey 'd 
To  me,  their  peace  by  kind  contagion  fpread. 

But  when  the  huntfman,  with  diftended  cheek, 
'Gan  make  his  instrument  of  mufic  fpeak, 
And  from  within  the  wood  that  cralli  was  heard, 
Though  not  a  hound  from  whom  it  burft  appear'd, 
The  Iheep  recumbent,  and  the  Iheep  that  graz'd, 
All  huddling  into  phalanx,  flood  and  gaz'd, 
Admiring,  terrified,  the  novel  flrain, 
Then  cours'd  the  field  aiouncl,  and  cours'd  it  round 

again ; 

But,  recollecting  with  a  fudden  thought, 
That  flight  in  circles  urg'd  advanc'd  them  nought, 

*  Two  woods  belonging  to  John  Throckmorton,  Efq. 
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They  gather'd  clofe  around  the  old  pit's  brink, 
And  thought  again — but  knew  not  what  to  think. 

The  man  to  folitude  accuftom'd  long, 
Perceives  in  ev'ry  thing  that  lives  a  tongue  j 
Not  animals  alone,  but  fhrubs  and  trees, 
Have  fpeech  for  him,  and  underftood  with  cafe  ; 
After  long  drought,  when  rains  abundant  fall, 
He  hears  the  herbs  and  flovv'rs  rejoicing  all ; 
Knows  what  the  frefhnefs  of  their  hue  implies, 
How  glad  they  catch  the  largenefs  of  the  ikiesj 
But,  with  precilion  nicer  ftill,  the  mind 
He  fcans  of  ev'ry  loco-motive  kind  j 
Birds  of  all  feather,  beafts  of  ev'ry  name, 
That  ferve  mankind,  or  fliun  them,  wild  or  tame; 
The  looks  and  geftures  of  their  griefs  and  fears 
Have,  all,  articulation  in  his  ears ; 
He  fpells  them  true  by  intuition's  light, 
And  needs  no  gloflary  to  fet  him  right. 

This  truth  premis'd  was  needful  as  a  text, 
To  win  due  credence  to  what  follows  next. 

Awhile  they  mus'd ;  furveying  ev'ry  face, 
Thou  hadft  fuppos'd  them  of  fuperior  race ; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  fears  combin'd, 
Stamp'd  on  each  countenance  fuch  marks  of  mind, 
7 
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That  fage  they  feem'd,  as  lawyers  o'er  a  doubt, 
Which,  puzzling  long,  at  lafl  they  puzzle  out  j 
Or  academic  tutors,  teaching  youths, 
Sure  ne'er  to  want  them,  mathematic  truths ; 
When  thus  a  mutton,  ftatelier  than  the  reft, 
A  ram,  the  ewes  and  wethers,  fad,  addrefs'd. 

Friends !  we  have  liv'd  too  long.     I  never  heard 
Sounds  fuch  as  thefe,  fo  worthy  to  be  fear'd. 
Could  I  believe,  that  winds  for  ages  pent 
In  earth's  dark  womb  have  found  at  laft  a  vent, 
And  from  their  prifon-houfe  below  arile, 
With  all  thefe  hideous  bowlings  to  the  Ikies, 
I  could  be  much  compos'd,  nor  fhould  appear 
For  fuch  a  caufe  to  feel  the  flighteft  fear. 
Yourfelves  have  feen,  what  time  the  thunders  roll'd 
All  night,  me  refting  quiet  in  the  fold. 
Or  heard  we  that  tremendous  bray  alone, 
I  could  expound  the  melancholy  tone ; 
Should  deem  it  by  our  old  companion  made, 
The  afs ;  for  he,  we  know,  has  lately  ftray'd, 
And  being  loft,  perhaps,  and  wand'ring  wide, 
Might  be  fuppos'd  to  clamour  for  a  guide. 
But  ah !   thofe  dreadful  yells  what  foul  can  hear, 
That  owns  a  carcafe,  and  not  quake  for  fear  ? 
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Daemons  produce  them  doubtlefs,  brazen -cl a w'd 
And  fang'd  with  brafs  the  daemons  are  abroad ; 
I  hold  it,  therefore,  wifeft  and  moft  fit, 
That,  life  to  fave,  we  leap  into  the  pit. 

Him  anfwer'd  then  his  loving  mate  and  true, 
But  more  difcreet  than  he,  a  Cambrian  ewe. 

How?  leap  into  the  pit  our  life  to  fave ? 
To  fave  our  life  leap  all  into  the  grave  ? 
For  can  we  find  it  lefs  ?  Contemplate  firft 
The  depth  how  awful !  falling  there,  we  burft ; 
Or  fliould  the  brambles,  interpos'd,  our  fall 
In  part  abate,  that  happinefs  were  fmall ; 
For  with  a  race  like  theirs  no  chance  I  fee 
Of  peace  or  eafe  to  creatures  clad  as  we. 
Meantime,  noife  kills  not.     Be  it  Dapple's  bray, 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whofe  it  may, 
And  rulh  thofe  other  founds,  that  fcem  by  tongues 
Of  daemons  utter'd,  from  whatever  lungs, 
Sounds  are  but  founds,  and  till  the  caufe  appear, 
We  have  at  Icaft  commodious  flanding  here; 
Come,  fiend,  come,  fury,  giant,  monfter,  blaft 
From  earth  or  hell,  we  can  but  plunge  at  laft. 

While  thus  (he  fpake,  I  fainter  heard  the  peals, 
For  Reynard,  clofe  attended  at  his  heels, 
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By  panting  dog,  tir'd  man,  and  fpatter'd  horfe, 
Through  mere  good  fortune,  took  a  diffrent  courfe. 
The  flock  grew  calm  again,  and  I,  the  road 
Following  that  led  me  to  my  own  abode, 
Much  wonder'd  that  the  filly  fheep  had  found 
Such  caufe  of  terror  in  an  empty  found, 
So  fweet  to  huntfman,  gentleman,  and  hound. 


Beware  of  defp'rate  fteps.     The  darkeft  day 
(Live  till  to-morrow)  will  have  pafs'd  away. 


THE  DOG  AND  THE  WATER-LILY. 


NO       F  A  B  L 


THE  noon  was  fhady,  and  foft  airs 
Swept  Oufe's  filent  tide, 

When,  fcap'd  from  literary  cares, 
I  vvander'd  on  his  fide. 
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My  fpaniel,  prettieft  of  his  race, 

And  high  in  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs*,  adorn 'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 

That  fpaniel  found  for  me) 

Now  wanton'd  loft  in  flags  and  reeds, 

Now  ftarting  into  fight 
Purfued  the  fwallow  o'er  the  meads 

With  fcarce  a  flower  flight. 

It  was  the  time  when  Oufe  difplay'd 

His  lilies  newly  blown  j 
Their  beauties  I  intent  furvey'd, 

And  one  I  \vi(h'd  my  own. 

With  cane  extended  far  I  fought 

To  fteer  it  clofe  to  land ; 
But  ftill  the  prize,  tho'  nearly  caught, 

Efcaped  my  eager  hand. 

Beau  mark'd  my  unfuccefsful  pains 

With  fixt  confid'rate  face, 
And  puzzling  fat  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprehend  the  cafe. 

•  Sir  Robert  Gunning's  daughters. 

TOL.  II.  Y 
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But  with  a  chirrup  clear  and  ftrong, 

Difperfing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  follow'd  long 

The  windings  of  the  flrearn. 

My  ramble  finifh'd,  I  return'd. 

Beau  trotting  far  before 
The  floating  wreath  again  difcern'd, 

And  plunging  left  the  ihore. 

I  faw  him  with  that  lily  cropp'd 

Impatient  fwim  to  meet 
My  quick  approach,  and  foon  he  dropp'd 

The  treafure  at  my  feet. 

Charm'd  with  the  light,  the  world,  I  cried, 

Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed, 
My  dog  fhall  mortify  the  pride 

Of  man's  fuperior  breed  5 

But,  chief,  myfelf  I  will  enjoin, 

Awake  at  duty's  call, 
To  (how  a  love  as  prompt  as  thine 

To  Him  who  gives  me  all. 


THE 

DIVERTING    HISTORY 

OF 

JOHN    GILPIN; 

SHOWING     HOW    HK    WENT     FARTHER     THAN     HE 
INTENDED,  AND  CAME  SAFE  HOME  AGAIN. 


JOHN  GILPIN  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  eke  was  he 

Of  famous  London  town. 

John  Gilpin's  fpoufe  faid  to  her  drur — 
Though  wedded  we  have  been 

Thefe  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  ue 
No  holiday  have  iccn. 

To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day, 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton 

All  in  a  chaife  and  pair. 
Y2 
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My  filter,  and  my  fitter's  child, 
Myfelf,  and  children  three, 

Will  fill  the  chaife ;  fo  you  rnuft  ride 
On  horfeback  after  we. 

He  foon  replied — I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one, 
And  you  are  me,  my  deareft  dear, 

Therefore  it  (hall  be  done. 

I  am  a  linen-draper  bold, 
As  all  the  world  doth  know, 

And  my  good  friend  the  calender 
Will  lend  his  horfe  to  go. 

Quoth  Mrs.  Gilpin — That's  well  faidj 

And,  for  that  wine  is  dear, 
We  will  be  furnifh'd  with  our  own, 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear. 

John  Gilpin  kifs'd  his  loving  wife; 

O'erjoy'd  was  he  to  find 
That,  though  on  plealure  (he  was  bent, 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 
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The  morning  came,  the  chaife  was  brought, 

But  yet  was  not  allow'd 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  left  all 

Should  fay  that  fhe  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaife  was  ftay'd, 

Where  they  did  all  get  in  j 
Six  precious  fouls,  and  all  agog 

To  dam  through  thick  and  thin ! 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels, 

Were  never  folk  fo  glad, 
The  ftones  did  rattle  underneath 

As  if  Cheaplide  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horfe's  fide 

Seiz'd  faft  the  flowing  mane, 
And  up  he  got,  in  hafte  to  ride, 

But  foon  come  down  again  j 

For  faddle-tree  fcarce  reach'd  had  he, 

His  journey  to  begin, 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  favr 

Three  cuftomers  come  in. 
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So  down  he  came ;  for  lofs  of  time, 

Although  it  griev'd  him  fore, 
Yet  lofs  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

'Twas  long  before  the  cuftomers 

Were  fuited  to  their  mind, 
When  Betty  fcreaming  came  down  flairs — 

"  The  wine  is  left  behind  !" 

Good  lack  !  quoth  he — yet  bring  it  me, 

My  leathern  belt  likewife, 
In  which  I  bear  my  trufty  fword 

When  I  do  exercife. 

Now  miftrefs  Gilpin  (careful  foul !) 

Had  two  ftone  bottles  found, 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  (he  lov'd, 

And  keep  it  fafe  and  found. 

Each  bottle  hn.d  a  curling  ear, 
Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 

And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  fide, 
To  make  his  balance  true. 
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Then,  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipp'd  from  top  to  toe, 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brum'd  and  neat, 

He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  fee  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  fteed, 
Full  flowly,  pacing  o'er  the  floneg 

With  caution  and  good  heed ! 

But,  finding  foon  a  fmoother  road 

Beneath  his  well-ihod  feet, 
The  fnorting  beaft  began  to  trot, 

Which  gall'd  him  in  his  feat. 

So,  Fair  and  foftly,  John  he  cried, 

But  John  he  cried  in  vain  ; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  foon, 

In  fpite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So,  ftooping  down,  as  needs  he  muft 

Who  cannot  fit  upright, 
He  grafp'd  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 
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His  horfe,  who  never  in  that  fort 

Had  handled  been  before, 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig  ! — 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  fet  out, 

Of  running  fuch  a  rig  ! 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  cloak  did  fly, 

Like  ftreamer  long  and  gay, 
Till,  loop  and  button  failing  both, 

At  laft  it  flew  away. 

Then  might  all  people  well  difcern 

The  bottles  he  had  flung ; 
A  bottle  fwingiug  at  each  fide, 

As  hath  been  faid  or  fung. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  fcream'd, 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ev'ry  foul  cried  out — Well  done  I 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 
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Away  went  Gilpin — who  but  he? 

His  fame  foou  fpread  around — 
He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race  1 

Tis  for  a  thoufand  pound! 

And  ftill,  as  faft  as  he  drew  near, 

'Twas  wonderful  to  view 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike- men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  full  low, 
The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 

Were  fhatter'd  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road, 

Moft  piteous  to  be  feen, 
Which  made  his  horfe's  flanks  to  fmoke 

As  they  had  bafted  been. 

But  ftill  he  feem'd  to  carry  weight, 
With  lea  them  girdle  brac'd ; 

For  all  might  fee  the  bottle-necks 
Still  dangling  at  Lis  waift. 
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Thus  all  through  merry  Iflington 

Thefe  gambols  he  did  play, 
And  till  he  came  unto  the  Waih 

Of  Edmonton  fo  gay. 

And  there  he  threw  the  warn  about 

On  both  fides  of  the  way, 
Juft  like  unto  a  trundling  mop, 

Or  a  wild  goofe  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  the  balcony  fpied 
Her  tender  hufband,  wond'ring  much 

To  fee  how  he  did  ride. 

Stop,  flop,  John  Gilpin  ! — Here's  the  houfe — 

They  all  at  once  did  cry; 
The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir'd  : 

Said  Gilpin— So  am  I ! 

But  yet  his  horfe  was  not  a  whit 

Inclin'd  to  tarry  there  j 
For  why?— his  owner  had  a  houfe 

Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 


JOHN   GILPIN.  331 

So  like  an  arrow  fwift  he  flew, 

Shot  by  an  archer  lirong  j 
So  did  he  fly— which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  fong. 

Away  went  Gil  pin,  out  of  breath, 

And  fore  againft  his  will, 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender's 

His  horfe  at  lafl  flood  (till. 

The  calender,  amaz'd  to  fee 

His  neighbour  in  fuch  trim, 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate, 

And  thus  accofttd  him : — 

Whnt  news?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell; 

Tell  me  you  muft  and  (hall — 
Say  why  bare-headed  you  are  come, 

Or  why  you  come  at  all. 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleafant  wit, 

And  lov'd  a  timely  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  calender 

In  merry  guife  he  fpokc : — 
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I  came  becaufe  your  horfe  would  come  j 

And,  if  I  well  forebode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  foon  be  here — 

They  are  upon  the  road. 

The  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Return'd  him  not  a  (ingle  word, 

But  to  the  houfe  went  in ; 

Whence  ftraight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig; 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worfe  for  wear, 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 

He  held  them  up,  and,  in  his  turn, 

Thus  fhow'd  his  ready  wit — 
My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  your's, 

They  therefore  needs  muft  fit. 

But  let  me  fcrape  the  dirt  away 

That  hangs  upon  your  face ; 
And  flop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungry  cafe. 
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Said  John — It  is  my  wedding-day, 

And  all  the  world  would  ftare 
If  wife  mould  dine  at  Edmonton 

And  I  mould  dine  at  Ware ! 

So,  turning  to  his  horfe,  he  faid — 

I  am  in  hafte  to  dine  3 
Twas  for  your  pleafure  you  came  here, 

You  mail  go  back  for  mine. 

Ah,  lucklefs  fpeech,  and  bootlefs  boaft  ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear  5 
For,  while  he  fpake,  a  braying  afs 

Did  fing  moft  loud  and  clear; 

Whereat  his  horfe  did  fnort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar, 
And  gallop'd  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig  I 
He  loll  them  fooner  than  at  firft — 

For  why  ? — they  were  too  big ! 
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Now,  miftrefs  Gilpin,  when  me  faw 

Her  hufband  pofting  down 
Into  the  country  far  away, 

She  pull'd  out  half  a  crown  j 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  me  faid 
That  drove  them  to  the  Bell — 

This  fhall  be  your's  when  you  bring  back 
My  hufband  fafe  and  well. 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  foon  did  meet 

John  coming  back  amain  ; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  Hop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein  5 

But,  not  performing  what  he  meant, 
And  gladly  would  have  done, 

The  frighted  fteed  he  frighted  more, 
And  made  him  fafter  run. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  poft-boy  at  his  heels  ' — 

The  pod-boy's  horfe  right  glad  to  mils 
The  lumb'ring  of  the  wheels. 
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Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road, 

Thus  feeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  poft  boy  fcamp'ring  in  the  rear, 

They  rais'd  the  hue  and  cry: — 

Stop  thief!  flop  thief! — a  highwayman  ! 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute  j 
And  all  and  each  that  pafs'd  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  purfuit. 

And  now  the  turnpike  gates  again 

FJew  open  in  fhort  fpace  ; 
The  toll-men  thinking,  as  before, 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  fo  he  did — and  won  it  too ! — 

For  he  got  firil  to  town ; 
Nor  ftopp'd  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  fing — Long  live  the  king, 

And  Gilpin  long  live  hej 
And,  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

May  I  be  there  to  fee ! 

THE      END. 
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